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Le Minotaur Magazine: Volume Three ... 


Le Minotaur of Vancouver is delighted to publish the third edition of Le 


Minotaur Magazine which serves to explore the beast in all of us. 

In this edition there is a tribute to the British figurative model Margaret 
Nolan who passed away recently as well as a piece titled Confessions of a 
Eunuch. There are several short stories that also explore the beastliness of 
artistry and artists. 

Please feel free to submit your short stories, prose, poetry and artwork to 


Penny_plenty @ yahoo.com.com 


There is no fee to submit. There is no writer’s fee provided by the journal 


for those who submit. The publishing rights remain with the author. 


Le Minotaur welcomes submissions on a twice yearly basis. 


Mademoiselle Claude by Henry Miller (1941) 


Previously when I began to write this tale, I set out by saying that Mlle. 
Claude was a whore. She is a whore, of course, and I’m not trying to deny it, 
but what I say now is—if Mlle. Claude is a whore then what name shall I 
find for the other women I know? Somehow the word whore isn’t big 
enough. Mlle. Claude is more than a whore. I don’t know what to call her. 


Maybe just Mlle. Claude. Soit. 


There was the aunt who waited up for her every night. Frankly, I couldn’t 
swallow that story. Aunt hell! More likely it was her maquereau. But then 
that was nobody’s business but her own ... Nevertheless, it used to gall 
me—that pimp waiting up for her, getting ready perhaps to clout her if she 
didn’t come across. And no matter how loving she was (I mean that Claude 
really knew how to love) there was always in the back of my head the image 
of that blood-sucking, low-browed bastard who was getting all the gravy. No 
use kidding yourself about a whore—even when they’re most generous and 
yielding, even if you’ve slipped them a thousand francs (who would, of 
course?)—there’s always a guy waiting somewhere and what you’ve had is 


only a taste. He gets the gravy, be sure of that! 


But then, all this, as I afterwards discovered, was just so much wasted 
emotion. There was no maquereau—not in Claude’s case. I’m the first 
maquereau Claude has ever had. And I don’t call myself a maquereau 


either. Pimp’s the word. I’m her pimp now. O. K. 


I remember distinctly the first time I brought her to my room,—what an ass I 
made of myself. Where women are concerned I always make an ass of 
myself. The trouble is I worship them and women don’t want to be 
worshiped. They want ... well, anyway, about that first night, believe it or 
not, I behaved just as if I had never slept with a woman before. I don’t 


understand to this day why it should have been so. But that’s how it was. 


Before she even attempted to remove her things, I remember, she stood 
beside the bed looking up at me, waiting for me to do something, I suppose. 
I was trembling. I had been trembling ever since we left the café. I gave her 
a peck—on the lips, I think. I don’t know—maybe I kissed her brow—I’m 
just the guy to do that sort of thing ... with a woman I don’t know. 
Somehow I had the feeling that she was doing me a tremendous favor. Even 
a whore can make a guy feel that way sometimes. But then, Claude isn’t just 


a whore, as I said. 


Before she had even removed her hat she went to the window, closed it, and 
drew the curtains to. Then she gave me a sort of sidelong look, smiled, and 
murmured something about getting undressed. While she fooled around with 
the bidet I went through the business of stripping down. As a matter of fact, I 
was nervous. I thought perhaps she’d be embarrassed if I watched her, so I 
fiddled around with the papers on my table, made a few meaningless notes, 
and threw the cover over the typewriter. When I turned she was standing in 


her chemise, near the sink, wiping her legs. 


“Hurry! Get in bed!” she said. “Warm it up!’ And with this she gave herself 


a few extra dabs. 


Everything was so damned natural that I began to lose my uneasiness, my 
nervousness. I saw that her stockings were rolled down carefully, and from 
her waist there dangled some sort of harness which she flung presently over 


the back of the chair. 


The room was chilly all right. We snuggled up and lay silently for a while, a 
long while, warming each other. I had one arm around her neck and with the 
other I held her close. She kept staring into my eyes with that same 
expectant look that I had observed when we first entered the room. I began 


to tremble again. My French was fading away. 


I don’t remember now whether I told her then and there that I loved her. 
Probably I did. Anyway, if I did, she probably forgot it immediately. As she 
was leaving I handed her a copy of Aphrodite, which she said she’d never 
read, and a pair of silk stockings that I had bought for some one else. I could 


see she liked the stockings. 


When I saw her again I had changed my hotel. She looked about in her 
quick, eager way and saw at a glance that things weren’t going so well. She 


asked very naively if I was getting enough to eat. 


“You mustn’t remain here long,” she said. “It’s very sad here.” Maybe she 


didn’t say sad, but that’s what she meant, I’m sure. 


It was sad all right. The furniture was falling apart, the windowpanes were 


broken, the carpet was torn and dirty, and there was no running water. The 
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light too was dim, a dim, yellow light that gave the bedspread a gray, 


mildewed look. 


That night, for some reason or other, she pretended to be jealous. “There is 


somebody else whom you love,” she said. 


“No, there’s nobody else,” I answered. 


“Kiss me, then,” she said, and she clung to me affectionately, her body warm 
and tingling. I seemed to be swimming in the warmth of her flesh ... not 


swimming either, but drowning, drowning in bliss. 


Afterwards we talked about Pierre Loti, and about Stamboul. She said she’d 
like to go to Stamboul some day. I said I’d like to go too. And then suddenly 
she said—I think this was it—‘tyou’re a man with a soul.” I didn’t try to 
deny it—I was too happy, I guess. When a whore tells you you’ve got a soul 


it means more somehow. Whores don’t usually talk about souls. 


Then another strange thing happened. She refused to take any money. 


“You mustn’t think about money,” she said. “We are comrades now. And 


you are very poor...” 


She wouldn’t let me get out of bed to see her to the landing. She spilled a 
few cigarettes out of her bag and laid them on the table beside the bed; she 
put one in my mouth and lit it for me with the little bronze lighter that some 


one had given her as a gift. She leaned over to kiss me good-night. 


I held her arm. “Claude,” I said, “vous étes presque un ange.” 


“Ah non!” she replied, quickly, and there was almost a look of pain in her 


eyes, or terror. 


That “presque” was really the undoing of Claude, I do believe. I sensed it 
almost immediately. And then the letter which I handed her soon after—the 
best letter I ever wrote in my life, though the French was execrable. We read 
it together, in the café where we usually met. As I say, the French was 
atrocious, except for a paragraph or two which I lifted from Paul Valéry. She 
paused a moment or two when she came to these passages. “Very well 
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expressed!” she exclaimed. “Very well, indeed!” And then she looked at me 
rather quizzically and passed on. Oh, it wasn’t Valéry that got her. Not at all. 
I could have done without him. No, it was the angel stuff that got her. I had 
pulled it again—and this time I embroidered it, as subtly and suasively as I 
knew how. By the time we had reached the end, though, I was feeling pretty 
uncomfortable. It was pretty cheap, taking advantage of her like that. I don’t 
mean to say that it wasn’t sincere, what I wrote, but after that first 
spontaneous gesture—I don’t know, it was just literature. And then, too, it 
seemed shabbier than ever when, a little later, sitting on the bed together, she 
insisted on reading it over again, this time calling my attention to the 
grammatical errors. I became a little impatient with her and she was 


offended. But she was very happy just the same. She said she’d always keep 
the letter. 


About dawn she slipped out. The aunt again. I was getting reconciled to the 
aunt business. Besides, if it wasn’t an aunt I’d soon know now. Claude 
wasn’t very good at dissembling—and then that angel stuff ... that sank in 


deep. 


I lay awake thinking about her. She certainly had been swell to me. The 
maquereau! I thought about him, too, but not for long, I wasn’t worrying 
about him any more. Claude—I thought only about her and how I could 
make her happy. Spain ... Capri ... Stamboul ... I could see her moving 
languidly in the sunshine, throwing crumbs to the pigeons or watching them 
bathe, or else lying back in a hammock with a book in her hands, a book that 
I would recommend to her. Poor kid, she probably had never been further 
than Versailles in her life. I could see the expression on her face as we 
boarded the train, and later, standing beside a fountain somewhere ... Madrid 
or Seville. I could feel her marching beside me, close, always close, because 
she wouldn’t know what to do with herself alone and even if it was dumb I 
liked the idea. Better a damned sight than having some god-damned flapper 
with you, some lightheaded little bastard who’s always figuring out a way of 
ditching you even when she’s lying with you. No, I could feel sure of 
Claude. Later it might get tiresome—later ... later. I was glad I had picked a 
whore. A faithful whore! Jesus, I know people who’d laugh like hell if I ever 
said that. 


I was planning it all out in detail: the places we’d stop at, the clothes she’d 
wear, what we’d talk about ... everything ... everything. She was Catholic, I 
supposed, but that didn’t matter a damn to me. In fact, I rather liked it. It was 


lots better going to church to hear mass than to study architecture and all that 
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crap. If she wanted, I’d become a Catholic too ... what the hell I’d do 
anything she asked me to—if it gave her a kick. I began to wonder if she had 


a kid somewhere, as most of them have. 


Imagine, Claude’s kid! Why I’d love that kid more than if it were my own. 
Yes, she must have a kid, Claude—I’m going to see about it. There’d be 
times, I knew, when we’d have a big room with a balcony, a room looking 
out on a river, and flowers on the windowsill and birds singing. (I could see 
myself coming back with a bird-cage on my arm. O. K. So long as it made 
her happy!) But the river— there must be rivers once in a while. I’m nuts 


about rivers. Once, in Rotterdam, I remember— — —. 


The idea, though, of waking up in the morning, the sun streaming in the 
windows and a good, faithful whore beside you who loves you, who loves 
the guts out of you, the birds singing and the table all spread, and while she’s 
washing up and combing her hair all the men she’s been with and now you, 
just you, and barges going by, masts and hulls, the whole damned current of 
life flowing through you, through her, through all the guys before you and 
maybe after, the flowers and the birds and the sun streaming in and the 
fragrance of it choking you, annihilating you. O Christ! Give me a whore 


always, all the time! 


I’ve asked Claude to live with me and she’s refused. This is a blow. I know 
it’s not because I’m poor —Claude knows all about my finances, about the 
book I’m writing, etc. No, there must be some other, deeper reason. But she 


won’t come out with it. 
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And then there’s another thing—I’ve begun to act like a saint. I take long 
walks alone, and what I’m writing now has nothing to do with my book. It 
seems as if I were alone in the universe, that my life is complete and 
separate, like a statue’s. I have even forgotten the name of my creator. And I 
feel as if all my actions are inspired, as if I were meant to do nothing but 


good in this world. I ask for nobody’s approval. 


I refuse to take any charity from Claude any more. I keep track of everything 
I owe her. She looks sad these days, Claude. Sometimes, when I pass her on 
the terrasse, I could swear that there are tears in her eyes. She’s in love with 
me now, I know it. She loves me desperately. For hours and hours she sits 
there on the terrasse. I go with her sometimes because I can’t bear to see her 
miserable, to see her waiting, waiting, waiting ... I have even spoken to some 
of my friends about her, tipped them off, as it were. Yes, anything is better 
than to see Claude sitting there waiting, waiting. What does she think about 


when she sits there all by herself? 


I wonder what she would say if I walked up to her one day and slipped her a 
thousand franc note. Just walk up to her, when she’s got that melancholy 
look in her eyes, and say: “Voici quelque chose que j’ai oublié l’autre jour. ” 
Sometimes, when we lie together and there come those long brimming 
silences, she says to me: “Que pensez-vous maintenant?” And I always 


answer “Rien!” But what I’m really thinking to myself is—‘Voici quelque 


chose que ...” This is the beautiful part of /’amour a credit. 


When she takes leave of me the bells ring out wildly. She makes everything 


so right inside me. I lie back on the pillow and luxuriously enjoy the weak 
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cigarette which she has left me. I don’t have to stir for a thing. If I had a 
plate in my mouth I’m sure she wouldn’t forget to put it in the tumbler on 
the table beside my bed, together with the matches and the alarm clock and 
all the other junk. My trousers are carefully folded and my hat and coat are 
hanging on a peg near the door. Everything in its place. Marvelous! When 


you get a whore you get a jewel ... 


And the best of it is, the fine feeling endures. A mystic feeling it is, and to 
become mystic is to feel the unity of life. I don’t care particularly any more 
whether I am a saint or not. A saint struggles too much. There is no struggle 
in me any longer. I have become a mystic. I impart good, peace, serenity. I 
am getting more and more customers for Claude and she no longer has that 
sad look in her eyes when I pass her. We eat together most every day. She 
insists on taking me to expensive places, and I no longer demur. I enjoy 
every phase of life—the expensive places as well as the inexpensive places. 


If it makes Claude happy— — —. 


Pourtant je pense a quelque chose. A little thing, to be sure, but lately it has 
grown more and more important in my mind. The first time I said nothing 
about it. An unwonted touch of delicacy, I thought to myself. Charming, in 
fact. The second time—was it delicacy, or just carelessness? However, rien 
a dire. Between the second and third times I was unfaithful, so to speak. 
Yes, I was up on the Grands Boulevards one night, a little tight. After 
running the gauntlet all the way from the Place de la République to Le 
Matin, a big, scabby buzzard whom I ordinarily wouldn’t have pissed on 
grabbed me off. A droll affair. Visitors knocking at our door every few 


minutes. Poor little ex-Folies girls who begged the kind monsieur to give 
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them a little tip—thirty francs or so. For what, pray? Pour rien... . pour le 
plaisir. A very strange, and very funny night. A day or so later irritation. 
Worries. Hurried trip to the American Hospital. Visions of Ehrlich and his 


black cigars. Nothing wrong, however. Just worry. 


When I broach the subject to Claude she looks at me in astonishment. “I 
know you have every confidence in me, Claude, but ...” Claude refuses to 
waste any time on such a subject. A man who would consciously, 
deliberately give a woman a disease is a criminal. That’s how Claude looks 
upon it. “C’est vrai, n’est-ce pas?” she asks. It’s vrai all right. However ... 


But the subject is closed. Any man who would do that is a criminal. 


Every morning now, when I take my paraffin oil—I always take it with an 
orange—I get to thinking about these criminals who give women diseases. 
The paraffin oil makes the spoon very sticky. It is necessary to wash it well. 
I wash the knife and the spoon very carefully. I do everything carefully—it 
is my nature. After I have washed my face I look at the towel. The patron 
never gives out more than three towels a week; by Tuesday they are all 
soiled. I dry the knife and the spoon with a towel; for my face I use the 
bedspread. I don’t rub my face—I pat it gently with the edge of the 


bedspread, near the feet. 


The Rue Hippolyte Mandron looks vile to me. I detest all the dirty, narrow, 
crooked streets with romantic names hereabouts. Paris looks to me like a 
big, ugly chancre. The streets are gangrened. Everybody has it—if it isn’t 
clap it’s syphilis. All Europe is diseased, and it’s France who’s made it 


diseased. This is what comes of admiring Voltaire and Rabdais! I should 
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have gone to Moscow, as I intended. Even if there are no Sundays in Russia, 
what difference does it make? Sunday is like any other day now, only the 
streets are more crowded, more victims walking about contaminating one 


another. 


Mind you, it’s not Claude I’m raving against. Claude is a jewel, un ange, 
and no presque about it. There’s the bird-cage hanging outside the window, 
and flowers too—though it ain’t Madrid or Seville, no fountains, no pigeons. 
No, it’s the clinic every day. She goes in one door and I in the other. No 
more expensive restaurants. Go to the movies every night and try to stop 
squirming. Can’t bear the sight of the Dôme or the Coupole any more. These 
bastards sitting around on the terrasse, looking so clean and healthy with 
their coats of tan, their starched shirts and their eau-de-cologne. It wasn’t 
entirely Claude’s fault. I tried to warn her about these suave looking 
bastards. She was so damned confident of herself—the injections and all that 
business. And then, any man who would ... Well, that’s just how it 


happened. 


Living with a whore—even the best whore in the world—isn’t a bed of 
roses. It isn’t the numbers of men, though that too gets under your skin 
sometimes, it’s the everlasting sanitation, the precautions, the irrigations, the 
examinations, the worry, the dread. And then, in spite of it all— — —. I told 
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Claude ... I told her repeatedly—“‘watch out for the swell guys 


No, I blame myself for everything that’s happened. Not content with being a 
saint I had to prove that I was a saint. Once a man realizes that he’s a saint 


he should stop there. Trying to pull the saint on a little whore is like 
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climbing into heaven by the back stairs. When she cuddles up to me—she 
loves me now more than ever—it seems to me that I’m just some damned 
microbe that’s wormed its way into her soul. I feel that even if I am living 
with an angel I ought to try to make a man of myself. We ought to get out of 
this filthy hole and live somewhere in the sunshine, a room with a balcony 
overlooking a river, birds, flowers, life streaming by, just she and me and 


nothing else. 
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A Tribute to Margaret Nolan 


In the 1950’s and 60’s for the Americans there was Marilyn Monroe. For 
the French there was Bridget Bardot. The Belgians had Audrey Hepburn. 


For the Italians there was Sophia Loren. 


For the British there was Margaret Nolan (1943-2020). Sadly this figurative 


model just passed away. Here is a Tribute to her ... 


For the times she was the perfect British model. Not too thin and not too 
‘big boned.’ She was the girl next door that you might glimpse for a split 


second through an open second floor window. 


17 


K 


She was natural in so many ways although not a natural blonde, but who 
cared, for you couldn’t really tell in those days because of certain artistic 
prohibitions. She started her glamour life under the name Vicky Kennedy 


at age 20, reverting to her real name in 1964 when she took up acting. 


Yet somehow Nolan would not become a mere ‘living sculpture’ but could 


push the sensibilities to their limits and a bit beyond. 


For the British she was the ultimate ‘girl next door.’ 
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Ji: 


She appeared in a number of films including acting a cameo role in James 
Bond film Goldfinger, starring Sean Connery, as well as being the gold 


Figurative tapestry that would be seen at the beginning of the film. 

For this role she would even be featured in Life Magazine as a Golden Girl! 
She was in fact one of the first Bond Girls and her appearance was a mere 
half minute in a speaking role and two minutes as a Figurative tapestry. But 


that was enough to ‘make her.’ 


She enjoyed having fun in her artistry, sometimes making fun of herself!. 
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If there is one word to describe Margaret Nolan it is the word voluptuous. 


Yet when you stopped to admire her as a Figurative model, you are 


confronted with both a balance and an imbalance at the same time. Her hips 
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are narrow for a woman and her bosom more pronounced, yet things did not 


appear out of kilter. In fact her shoulders appear to be wider than her hips! 


Perhaps part of the reasons why things appear in balance has to do with the 
modesty she had as a Figurative model. She would hide away her source de 


vie just enough to remain modest, as well as pass the censors of the day. 


As well she was not a 1960’s Play Boy type Figurative. She has spent part 
of the 1950’s being a ‘photo club’ model and in the 1960’s had worked with 
the likes of Harrison Marks. She knew that going beyond the Kamera Club 


genre would close doors for her in film. So she stayed modest. 
This is perhaps what made her so real to her admiring British public. And 


her admirers were both female and male. Who could not fail to admire such 


a beautiful Figurative model? 
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She knew the limits of artistry and never crossed the limits herself. Here is 


such an example of her artistic modesty. 


She is being provocative, yet not revealing. Even the placement of the little 


finger of her right hand tells us so. 

You may have noticed several remarkable things about Margaret Nolan. 

For instance her hair was always not only set, but reflected the theme of her 
poses. Her mouth also reflected the nature of the pose. She had a wonderful 


smile and the ability to be une coquette ou une serieuse. 


You may have also noticed that she is perfectly proportioned as far as art is 


concerned. In fact Margaret Nolan was seven heads tall — her delta de Venus 
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situated at exactly one-half her height. Her torso and her legs are in perfect 


balance. You can see this in comparison to another Figurative model. 


There is an obvious perfection to Margaret Nolan’s proportions that makes 
her a unique artist’s model. There are several other photographs in this two 
model set that allow you to compare and contrast the physique of the two 
models. Notice that the right hand model is more than seven heads tall and 
while she has the same feminine features as Margaret Nolan that is 
something that is more aesthetically pleasing with Margaret Nolan. That is 
not to say that the right hand model is not pretty, it is just that she is not as 
aesthetically pleasing. Irrespective on the angle that the comparison is 
made between the two models, there is something rather special to Margaret 


Nolan and it is not merely her breasts. 
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I have an adage ... God made women’s breasts to make us men envious. 


I have several women friends who have big breasts and they tell me that they 
are a blessing and a curse. The blessings are obvious when one day they 
may settle down and start a family. In the meantime the curse is on their 
neck and back muscles that must carry their burden. I have on more than 


one occasion been asked to give such a friend a neck and back massage. 


One might wonder what Margaret Nolan thought about her blessings? Yet 
in none of the photographs do I notice any back or neck strain. She is always 


happy and smiling; making the most out of the blessings that God gave her. 


As we admire her as a Figurative model Margaret Nolan is not just 
Leonardo’s Vitruvian Woman ... she is Botticelli’s Venus. Now that she is 
gone, it is a pity that no artist thought of setting her within an oyster shell 
and photographing her in the Renaissance Style. Perhaps photoshop? 
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For the followers of popular 1960’s culture, can you name one other British 
Figurative models of the era (Mandy Rice Davis and Christine Keeler don’t 


count). Odds are you can only name Twiggy, but she does counts either. 


Frankly I think she is the most unique Figurative model to come out of the 


1960’s, don’t you agree? 


There are literally thousands of photographs of Margaret Nolan to choose 
from. This book is an anthology of some of her finest Figurative poses. 
Included is one of her most famous photographs — The Farmer’s Daughter 


which sees her balancing on a crumbled bale of hay. 


Let us begin with her brief appearance as a Bond Girl, in a cameo she gave 


at the beginning of the film Goldfinger ... 
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Margaret Nolan as The Bond Golden Girl 
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She also appeared as the living sculptor at the beginning of the film ... 
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Nolan On the Set in Colour 
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Artists and Models by Anais Nin (1935) 


One morning I was called to a studio in Greenwich Village, where a sculptor 
was beginning a statuette. His name was Millard. He already had a rough 
version of the figure he wanted and had reached the stage where he needed a 


model. 


The statuette was wearing a clinging dress, and the body showed through in 
every line and curve. The sculptor asked me to undress completely because 
he could not work otherwise. He seemed so absorbed by the statuette and 
looked at me so absently that I was able to undress and take the pose without 
hesitation. Although I was quite innocent at that time, he made me feel as if 
my body were no different than my face, as if I were the same as the 


statuette. 


As Millard worked, he talked about his former life in Montparnasse, and the 
time passed quickly. I didn’t know if his stories were meant to affect my 
imagination, but he showed no signs of being interested in me. He enjoyed 
recreating the atmosphere of Montparnasse for his own sake. This is one of 


the stories he told me: 


‘The wife of one of the modern painters was a nymphomaniac. She was 
tubercular, I believe. She had a chalk-white face, burning black eyes deeply 
sunk in her face, with eyelids painted green. She had a voluptuous figure, 
which she covered very sleekly in black satin. Her waist was small in 


proportion to the rest of her body. Around her waist she wore a huge Greek 
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silver belt, about six inches wide, studded with stones. The belt was 


fascinating. It was like the belt of a slave. 


One felt that deep down she was a slave .. to her sexual hunger. One felt that 
all one had to do was to grip the belt and open it for her to fall into one’s 
arms. It was very much like the chastity belt they showed in the Musée 
Cluny, which the crusaders were said to have put on their wives, a very wide 
silver belt with a hanging appendage that covered the sex and locked it up 


for the duration of their crusades. 


Someone told me the delightful story of a crusader who had put a chastity 
belt on his wife and left the key in care of his best friend in case of his death. 
He had barely ridden away a few miles when he saw his friend riding 


furiously after him, calling out, “You gave me the wrong key!” 


‘Such were the feelings that the belt of Louise inspired in everyone. Seeing 
her arrive at a café, her hungry eyes looking us over, searching for a 
response, an invitation to sit down, we knew she was out on a hunt for the 
day. Her husband could not help knowing about this. He was a pitiful figure, 
always looking for her, being told by his friends that she was at another café 
and then another, where he would go, which gave her time to steal off to a 
hotel room with someone. Then everyone would try to let her know where 
her husband was looking for her. Finally, in desperation, he began to beg his 
best friends to take her, so that at least she would not fall into strangers’ 


hands. 


42 


‘He had a fear of strangers, of South Americans in particular, and of Negroes 
and Cubans. He had heard remarks about their extraordinary sexual powers 
and felt that, if his wife fell into their hands, she would never return to him. 
Louise, however, after having slept with all his best friends, finally did meet 


one of the strangers. 


‘He was a Cuban, a tremendous brown man, extraordinarily handsome, with 
long, straight hair like a Hindu’s and beautifully full, noble features. He 
would practically live at the Dome until he found a woman he wanted. And 
then they would disappear for two or three days, locked up in a hotel room, 
and not reappear until they were both satiated. He believed in making such a 
thorough feast of a woman that neither one wanted to see the other again. 
Only when this was over would he be seen sitting in the café again, 


conversing brilliantly. He was, in addition, a remarkable fresco painter. 


“When he and Louise met, they immediately went off together. Antonio was 
powerfully fascinated by the whiteness of her skin, the abundance of her 
breasts, her slender waist, her long, straight, heavy blond hair. And she was 
fascinated by his head and powerful body, by his slowness and ease. 
Everything made him laugh. He gave one the feeling that the whole world 
was now shut out and only this sensual feast existed, that there would be no 
tomorrows, no meetings with anyone else that there was only this room, this 


afternoon, this bed. 


‘When she stood by the big iron bed, waiting, he said, “Keep your belt on.” 
And he began by slowly tearing her dress from around it. Calmly and with 


no e ort, he tore it into shreds as if it were made of paper. Louise was 
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trembling at the strength of his hands. She stood naked now except for the 
heavy silver belt. He loosened her hair over her shoulders. And only then did 
he bend her back on the bed and kiss her interminably, his hands over her 
breasts. She felt the painful weight both of the silver belt and of his hands 
pressing so hard on her naked flesh. Her sexual hunger was rising like 
madness to her head, blinding her. It was so urgent that she could not wait. 
She could not even wait until he undressed. But Antonio ignored her 
movements of impatience. He not only continued to kiss her as if he were 
drinking her whole mouth, tongue, breath, into his big dark mouth, but his 
hands mauled her, pressed deeply into her flesh, leaving marks and pain 
everywhere. She was moist and trembling, opening her legs and trying to 


climb over him. She tried to open his pants. 


“There is time,” he said. “There is plenty of time. We are going to stay in 


this room for days. There is a lot of time for both of us.” 


‘Then he turned away and got undressed. He had a golden-brown body, a 
penis as smooth as the rest of his body, big, firm as a polished wood baton. 


She fell on him and took it into her mouth. 


His fingers went everywhere, into her anus, into her sex; his tongue, into her 
mouth, into her ears. He bit at her nipples, he kissed and bit her belly. She 
was trying to satisfy her hunger by rubbing against his leg, but he would not 
let her. He bent her as if she were made of rubber, twisted her into every 
position. With his two strong hands he took whatever part of her he was 
hungry for and brought it up to his mouth like a morsel of food, not caring 


how the rest of her body fell into space. Just so, he took her ass between his 
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two hands, held it to his mouth, and bit and kissed her. She begged, “Take 


me, Antonio, take me, I can’t wait!” He would not take her. 


‘By this time the hunger in her womb was like a raging fire. She thought that 
it would drive her insane. Whatever she tried to do to bring herself to an 
orgasm, he defeated. If she even kissed him too long he would break away. 
As she moved, the big belt made a clinking sound, like the chain of a slave. 
She was now indeed the slave of this enormous brown man. He ruled like a 
king. Her pleasure was subordinated to his. She realized she could do 
nothing against his force and will. He demanded submission. Her desire died 
in her from sheer exhaustion. All the tautness left her body. She became as 
soft as cotton. Into this he delved with greater exultancy. His slave, his 
possession, a broken body, panting, malleable, growing softer under his 
fingers. His hands searched every nook of her body, leaving nothing 
untouched, kneading it, kneading it to suit his fancy, bending it to suit his 
mouth, his tongue, pressing it against his big shining white teeth, marking 


her as his. 


For the first time, the hunger that had been on the surface of her skin like an 
irritation, retreated into a deeper part of her body. It retreated and 
accumulated, and it became a core of fire that waited to be exploded by his 
time and his rhythm. His touching was like a dance in which the bodies 
turned and deformed themselves into new shapes, new arrangements, new 
designs. Now they were cupped like twins, spoon-fashion, his penis against 
her ass, her breasts undulating like waves under his hands, painfully awake, 
aware, sensitive. Now he was crouching over her prone body like some great 


lion, as she placed her two fists under her ass to raise herself to his penis. He 
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entered her for the first time and filled her as none other had, touching the 


very depths of the womb. 


The honey was pouring from her. As he pushed, his penis made little 
sucking sounds. All the air was drawn from the womb, the way his penis 
filled it, and he swung in and out of the honey endlessly, touching the tip of 
the womb, but as soon as her breathing hastened, he would draw it out, all 
glistening, and take up another form of caress. He lay back on the bed, legs 
apart, his penis raised, and he made her sit upon it, swallow it up to the hilt, 
so that her pubic hair rubbed against his. As he held her, he made her dance 
circles around his penis. She would fall on him and rub her breasts against 
his chest, and seek his mouth, then straighten up again and resume her 
motions around the penis. Sometimes she raised herself a little so that she 
kept only the head of the penis in her sex, and she moved lightly, very 
lightly, just enough to keep it inside, touching the edges of her sex, which 
were red and swollen, and clasped the penis like a mouth. Then suddenly 
moving downwards, engulfing the whole penis, and gasping with the joy, 
she would fall over his body and seek his mouth again. His hands remained 
on her ass all the time, gripping her to force her movements so that she could 


not suddenly accelerate them and come. 


‘He took her off the bed, laid her on the floor, on her hands and knees, and 
said, “Move.” She began to crawl about the room, her long blond hair half- 
covering her, her belt weighing her waist down. Then he knelt behind her 
and inserted his penis, his whole body over hers, also moving on its iron 
knees and long arms. After he had enjoyed her from behind, he slipped his 


head under her so that he could suckle at her luxuriant breasts, as if she were 
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an animal, holding her in place with his hands and mouth. They were both 
panting and twisting, and only then did he lift her up, carry her to the bed, 
and put her legs around his shoulders. He took her violently and they shook 
and trembled as they came together. She fell away suddenly and sobbed 
hysterically. The orgasm had been so strong that she had thought she would 
go insane, with a hatred and a joy like nothing she had ever known. He was 


smiling; panting they lay back and fell asleep.’ 


The next day Millard told me about the artist Mafouka, the man-woman 


of Montparnasse. 


No one knew exactly what she was. She dressed like a man. She was small, 
lean, flat-chested. She wore her hair short, straight. She had the face of a 
boy. She played billiards like a man. She drank like a man, with her foot on 
the bar railing. She told obscene stories like a man. Her drawing had a 
strength not found in a woman’s work. But her name had a feminine sound, 
her walk was feminine, and she was said not to have a penis. The men did 
not know quite how to treat her. Sometimes they slapped her on the back 


with fraternal feelings. 


‘She lived with two girls in a studio. One of them was a model, the other, a 
nightclub singer. But no one knew what relationship there was among them. 
The two girls seemed to have a relationship like that of a husband and a 
wife. What was Mafouka to them? They would never answer any questions. 
Montparnasse always liked to know such things, and in detail. A few 


homosexuals had been attracted to Mafouka and had made advances toward 
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her or him. But she had repulsed them. She quarreled willingly and struck 


out with force. 


One day I was quite a little drunk and I dropped into Mafouka’s studio. The 
door was open. As I entered I heard giggling up on the balcony. The two 
girls were obviously making love. The voices would get soft and tender, 
then violent and unintelligible, and become moans and sighs. Then there 


would be silences. 


‘Mafouka came in and found me with my ear cocked, listening. I said to her, 


“Please let me go and see them.” 


‘“I don’t mind,” said Mafouka. “Come up after me, slowly. They won’t stop 


if they think it is just me. They like me to watch them.” 


“We went up the narrow stairs. Mafouka called, “It’s I.” There was no 
interruption of the noises. As we went up, I bent over so that they could not 
see me. Mafouka went to the bed. The two girls were naked. They were 
pressing their bodies against each other and rubbing together. The friction 
gave them pleasure. Mafouka leaned over them, caressed them. They said, 
“Come on, Mafouka, lie with us.” But she left them and took me downstairs 


again. 
*’Mafouka,” I said, “what are you? Are you a man or a woman? Why do 


you live with these two girls? If you are a man, why don’t you have a girl of 


your own? If you are a woman, why don’t you have a man occasionally?” 
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‘Mafouka smiled at me. 


Everybody wants to know. Everybody feels that I am not a boy. The 


women feel it. The men don’t know for sure. I am an artist.” 


What do you mean, Mafouka?” 


I mean that I am, like many artists, bisexual.” 


Yes, but the bisexuality of artists is in their nature. They may be a man 
with the nature of a woman, but with such an equivocal physique as you 


have.” 


I have an hermaphrodite’s body.” 
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Oh, Mafouka, let me see your body. 


You won’t make love to me?” 


I promise.” 


“She took her shirt off first and showed a young boy’s torso. She had no 
breasts, just the nipples, marked as they would be on a young boy. Then she 
slipped down her slacks. She was wearing a woman’s panties, flesh-colored, 
with lace. She had a woman’s legs and thighs. They were beautifully curved, 
full. She was wearing women’s stockings and garters. I said, “Let me take 


the garters off. I love garters.” She handed me her leg very elegantly with 
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the movement of a ballet dancer. I slowly rolled down the garter. I held a 
dainty foot in my hand. I looked up at her legs, which were perfect. I rolled 
down the stocking and saw beautiful, smooth, woman’s skin. Her feet were 
dainty and carefully pedicured. Her nails were covered with red lacquer. I 
was more and more intrigued. I caressed her leg. She said, “You promised 


you would not make love to me.” 


“I stood up. Then she slipped down her panties. And I saw below the 
delicate curled pubic hair, shaped like a woman’s, that she carried a small 
atrophied penis, like a child’s. She let me look at her — or at him, as I felt I 


now should say. 


Why do you call yourself by a woman’s name, Mafouka? You are really 


like a young boy except for the shape of your legs and arms.” 

‘Then Mafouka laughed, this time a woman’s laugh, very light and pleasant. 
She said, “Come and see.” She lay back on the couch, opened her legs and 
showed me a perfect vulva mouth, rosy and tender, behind the penis. 
*’Mafouka!” 

‘My desire was aroused. The strangest desire. The feeling of wanting to take 
both a man and woman in one person. She saw the stirring of it in me and sat 


up. I tried to win her by a caress, but she eluded me. 


”Don’t you like men?” I asked her. “Haven’t you ever had a man?” 
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Pm a virgin. I don’t like men. I feel a desire for women only, but I can’t 
take them as a man could. My penis is like a child’s — I cannot have an 


erection.” 


You are a real hermaphrodite, Mafouka,” I said. “That is what our age is 
supposed to have produced because the tension between the masculine and 
the feminine has broken down. People are mostly half of one and half of the 
other. But I have never seen it before — actually, physically. It must make 


you very unhappy. Are you happy with women?” 


” I desire women, but I do suffer, because I cannot take them like a man, 
and also because when they have taken me like Lesbians, I still feel some 
dissatisfaction. But I am not attracted to men. I fell in love with Matilda, the 
model. But I could not keep her. She found a real Lesbian for herself, one 
that she feels she can satisfy. This penis of mine gives her the feeling that I 
am not a real Lesbian. And she knows she has no power over me, even 
though I was attracted to her. So you see, the two girls have formed another 
link together. I stand between them, perpetually dissatisfied. Also, I do not 
like the companionship of women. They are petty and personal. They hang 
on to their mysteries and secrets, they act and pretend. I like the character of 


men better.” 


Poor Mafouka.” 


Poor Mafouka. Yes, when I was born they did not know how to name me. 
I was born in a small village in Russia. They thought I was a monster and 


should perhaps be destroyed, for my own sake. 
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When I came to Paris I suffered less. I found I was a good artist. 


Whenever I left the sculptor’s studio, I would always stop in a coffee shop 
nearby and ponder all that Millard had told me. I wondered whether 
anything like this were happening around me, here in Greenwich Village, for 
instance. I began to love posing, for the adventurous aspect of it. I decided to 
attend a party one Saturday evening that a painter named Brown had invited 


me to. I was hungry and curious about everything. 


I rented an evening dress from the costume department of the Art Model 
Club, with an evening cape and shoes. Two of the models came with me, a 
red-haired girl, Mollie, and a statuesque one, Ethel, who was the favorite of 


the sculptors. 


What was passing through my head all the time were the stories of 
Montparnasse life told to me by the sculptor, and now I felt that I was 
entering this realm. My first disappointment was seeing that the studio was 
quite poor and bare, the two couches without pillows, the lighting crude, 


with none of the trappings I had imagined necessary for a party. 


Bottles were on the floor, along with glasses and chipped cups. A ladder led 
to a balcony where Brown kept his paintings. A thin curtain concealed the 
washstand and a little gas stove. At the front of the room was an erotic 
painting of a woman being possessed by two men. She was in a state of 
convulsion, her body arched, her eyes showing the whites. The men were 


covering her, one with his penis inside of her and the other with his penis in 
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her mouth. It was a life-size painting and very bestial. Everyone was looking 
at it, admiring it. I was fascinated. It was the first picture of the sort I had 


seen, and it gave me a tremendous shock of mixed feelings. 


Next to it stood another which was even more striking. It showed a poorly 
furnished room filled by a big iron bed. Sitting on this bed was a man of 
about forty or so, in old clothes, with an unshaved face, a slobbering mouth, 
loose eyelids, loose jaws, a completely degenerate expression. He had taken 
his pants down halfway, and on his bare knees sat a little girl with very short 
skirts, to whom he was feeding a bar of candy. Her little bare legs rested on 
his bare 


hairy ones. 


What I felt after seeing these two paintings was what one feels when 
drinking, a sudden dizziness of the head, a warmth through the body, a 
confusion of the senses. Something awakens in the body, foggy and dim, a 


new sensation, a new kind of hunger and restlessness. 


I looked at the other people in the room. But they had seen so much of this 


that it did not affect them. They laughed and commented. 


One model was talking about her experiences at an underwear shop: 


‘I had answered an advertisement for a model to pose in underwear for 
sketches. I had done this many times before and was paid the normal price of 
a dollar an hour. Usually several artists sketched me at the same time, and 


there were many people around — secretaries, stenographers, errand boys. 
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This time the place was empty. It was just an office with a desk, files and 
drawing materials. A man sat waiting for me in front of his drawing board. I 
was given a pile of underwear and found a screen placed where I could 
change. I began by wearing a slip. I posed for fifteen minutes at a time while 


he made sketches. 


‘We worked quietly. When he gave the signal, I went behind the screen and 
changed. They were satin underthings of lovely designs, with lace tops and 
fine embroidery. I wore a brassiére and panties. The man smoked and 
sketched. At the bottom of the pile were panties and a brassiere made 
entirely of black lace. I had posed in the nude often and did not mind 


wearing these. They were quite beautiful. 


‘I looked out of the window most of the time, not at the man sketching. After 
a while I did not hear the pencil working any longer and I turned slightly 
towards him, not wanting to lose the pose. He was sitting there behind his 
drawing board staring at me. Then I realized that he had his penis out and 


that he was in a kind of trance. 


Thinking this would mean trouble for me since we were alone in the office, I 


started to go behind the screen and dress. 


He said, “Don’t go. I won’t touch you. I just love to see women in lovely 
underwear. I won’t move from here. And if you want me to pay you more, 
all you have to do is wear my favorite piece of underwear and pose for 
fifteen minutes. I will give you five dollars more. You can reach for it 


yourself. It is right above your head on the shelf there.” 
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“Well, I did reach for the package. It was the loveliest piece of underwear 
you ever saw — the finest black lace, like a spider web really, and the panties 
were slit back and front, slit and edged with fine lace. The brassière was cut 
in such a way as to expose the nipples through triangles. I hesitated because 
I was wondering if this would not excite the man too much, if he would 


attack me. 


‘He said, “Don’t worry. I don’t really like women. I never touch them. I like 
only underwear. I just like to see women in lovely underwear. If I tried to 


touch you I would immediately become impotent. I won’t move from here.” 


‘He put aside the drawing board and sat there with his penis out. Now and 


then it shook. But he did not move from his chair. 


‘I decided to put on the underwear. The five dollars tempted me. He was not 
very strong and I felt that I could defend myself. So I stood there in the slit 


panties, turning around for him to see me on all sides. 


‘Then he said, “That’s enough.” He seemed unsettled and his face was 
congested. He told me to dress quickly and leave. He handed me the money 
in a great hurry, and I left. I had a feeling that he was only waiting for me to 


leave to masturbate. 


‘I have known men like this, who steal a shoe from someone, from an 


attractive woman, so they can hold it and masturbate while looking at it.’ 
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Everyone was laughing at her story. ‘I think,’ said Brown, ‘that when we are 
children we are much more inclined to be fetishists of one kind or another. I 
remember hiding inside my mother’s closet and feeling ecstasy at smelling 
her clothes and feeling them. Even today I cannot resist a woman who is 
wearing a veil or tulle or feathers, because it awakens the strange feelings I 


had in that closet.’ 


As he said this I remembered how I hid in the closet of a young man when I 
was only thirteen, for the same reason. He was twenty-five and he treated me 


like a little girl. I was in love with him. 


Sitting next to him in a car in which he took all of us for long rides, I was 
ecstatic just feeling his leg alongside mine. At night I would get into bed 
and, after turning out the light, take out a can of condensed milk in which I 
had punctured a little hole. I would sit in the dark sucking at the sweet milk 
with a voluptuous feeling all over my body that I could not explain. I 
thought then that being in love and sucking at the sweet milk were related. 


Much later I remembered this when I tasted sperm for the first time. 


Mollie remembered that at the same age she liked to eat ginger while she 
smelled camphor balls. The ginger made her body feel warm and languid 
and the camphor balls made her a little dizzy. She would get herself in a sort 


of drugged state this way, lying there for hours. 


Ethel turned to me and said, ‘I hope you never marry a man you don’t love 
sexually. That is what I have done. I love everything about him, the way he 


behaves, his face, his body, the way he works, treats me, his thoughts, his 
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way of smiling, talking, everything except the sexual man in him. I thought I 
did, before we married. There is absolutely nothing wrong with him. He is a 
perfect lover. He is emotional and romantic, he shows great feeling and great 
enjoyment. He is sensitive and adoring. Last night while I was asleep he 
came into my bed. I was half-asleep so I could not control myself, as I 
usually do, because I do not want to hurt his feelings. He got in beside me 
and began to take me very slowly and lingeringly. Usually it is all over 
quickly, which makes it possible to bear. I do not even let him kiss me if I 
can help it. I hate his mouth on mine. I usually turn my face away, which is 
what I did last night. Well, there he was, and what do you think I did? I 
suddenly began to strike him with my closed fists, on the shoulder, while he 
was enjoying himself, to dig my nails into him, and he took it as a sign that I 
was enjoying it, growing rather wild with pleasure, and he went on. Then I 
whispered as low as I could, “I hate you.” And then I asked myself if he had 
heard me. What would he think? Was he hurt? As he was himself partly 
asleep, he merely kissed me good night when it was over and went back to 
his bed. The next morning I was waiting for what he would say. I still 
thought perhaps he had heard me say, “I hate you.” But no, I must have 
formed the words without saying them. And all he said was, “You got quite 


wild last night, you know,” and smiled, as if it pleased him.’ 


Brown started the phonograph and we began to dance. The little alcohol I 
had taken had gone to my head. I felt a dilation of the whole universe. 
Everything seemed very smooth and simple. Everything, in fact, ran 
downward like a snowy hill on which I could slide without effort. I felt a 
great friendliness, as if I knew all these people intimately. But I chose the 


most timid of the painters to dance with. I felt that he was pretending 
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somewhat, as I was, to be very familiar with all of this. I felt that deep down 
he was a little uneasy. The other painters were caressing Ethel and Mollie as 
they danced. This one did not dare. I was laughing to myself at having 
discovered him. Brown saw that my painter was not making any advances, 
and he cut in for a dance. He was making sly remarks about virgins. I 
wondered whether he was alluding to me. How could he know? He pressed 
against me, and I drew away from him. I went back to the timid young 
painter. A woman illustrator was flirting with him, teasing him. He was 
equally glad that I came back to him. So we danced together, retreating into 


our own timidity. All around us people were kissing now, embracing. 


The woman illustrator had thrown o her blouse and was dancing in her 
slip. The timid painter said, ‘If we stay here we will soon have to lie on the 


floor and make love. Do you want to leave?’ 


“Yes, I want to leave,’ I said. 


We went out. Instead of making love, he was talking, talking. I was listening 
to him in a daze. He had a plan for a picture of me. He wanted to paint me as 
an undersea woman, nebulous, transparent, green, watery except for the very 
red mouth and the very red flower I was wearing in my hair. Would I pose 
for him? I did not respond very quickly because of the effects of the liquor, 


and he said apologetically, ‘Are you sorry that I was not brutal?’ 


‘No, I’m not sorry. I chose you myself because I knew you would not be.’ 
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‘It’s my first party,’ he said humbly, ‘and you’re not the kind of woman one 
can treat — that way. How did you ever become a model? What did you do 
before this? A model does not have to be a prostitute, I know, but she has to 


bear a lot of handling and attempts.’ 


‘I manage quite well,’ I said, not enjoying this conversation at all. 


‘I will be worrying about you. I know some artists are objective while they 
work, I know all that. I feel that way myself. But there is always a moment 
before and after, when the model is undressing and dressing, that does 
disturb me. It’s the first surprise of seeing the body. What did you feel the 


first time?’ 


‘Nothing at all. I felt as if I were a painting already. Or a statue. I looked 


down at my own body like some object, some impersonal object.’ 


I was growing sad, sad with restlessness and hunger. I felt that nothing 
would happen to me. I felt desperate with desire to be a woman, to plunge 
into living. Why was I enslaved by this need of being in love first? Where 
would my life begin? I would enter each studio expecting a miracle which 
did not take place. It seemed to me that a great current was passing all 
around me and that I was left out. I would have to find someone who felt as I 


did. But where? Where? 


The sculptor was watched by his wife, I could see that. She came into the 
studio so often, unexpectedly. And he was frightened. I did not know what 


frightened him. They invited me to spend two weeks at their country house 
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where I would continue to pose — or rather, she invited me. She said that her 
husband did not like to stop work during vacations. But as soon as she left 
he turned to me and said, “You must find an excuse not to go. She will make 
you miserable. She is not well — she has obsessions. She thinks that every 


woman who poses for me is my mistress.’ 


There were hectic days of running from studio to studio with very little time 
for lunch, posing for magazine covers, illustrations for magazine stories, and 
advertisements. I could see my face everywhere, even in the subway. I 


wondered if people recognized me. 


The sculptor had become my best friend. I was anxiously watching his 
statuette coming to a finish. Then one morning when I arrived I saw that he 
had ruined it. He said that he had tried to work on it without me. But he did 
not seem unhappy or worried. I was quite sad, and to me it looked very 
much like sabotage, because it seemed spoiled with such awkwardness. I 


saw that he was happy to be beginning it all over again. 


It was at the theater that I met John and discovered the power of a voice. It 
rolled over me like the tones of a pipe organ, making me vibrate. When he 
repeated my name and mispronounced it, it sounded to me like a caress. It 
was the deepest, richest voice I had ever heard. I could scarcely look at him. 
I knew that his eyes were big, of an intense, magnetic blue, that he was 
large, rather restless. His foot moved nervously like that of a racehorse. I felt 
his presence blurring everything else — the theater, the friend sitting at my 
right. And he behaved as if I had enchanted him, hypnotized him. He talked 


on, looking at me, but I was not listening. In one moment I was no longer a 
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young girl. Every time he spoke, I felt myself falling into some dizzy spiral, 
falling into the meshes of a beautiful voice. It was truly a drug. When he had 


finally ‘stole’ me, as he said, he hailed a taxi. 


We did not say another word until we reached his apartment. He had not 
touched me. He did not need to. His presence had affected me in such a way 


that I felt as if he had caressed me for a long time. 


He merely said my name twice, as if he thought it sufficiently beautiful to 
repeat. He was tall, glowing. His eyes were so intensely blue that when they 
blinked, for a second it was like some tiny flash of lightning, giving one a 


sense of fear, a fear of a storm that would completely engulf one. 


Then he kissed me. His tongue went around mine, around and around, and 
then it stopped to touch the tip only. As he kissed me he slowly lifted my 
skirt. He unrolled my garters, my stockings. Then he lifted me up and 
carried me to the bed. I was so dissolved that I felt he had already penetrated 
me. It seemed to me that his voice had opened me, opened my whole body to 
him. He sensed this, and so he was amazed by the resistance to his penis that 


he felt. 


He stopped to look at my face. He saw the great emotional receptiveness, 
and then he pressed harder. I felt the tear and the pain, but the warmth 
melted everything, the warmth of his voice in my ear saying, ‘Do you want 


me as I want you?’ 
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Then his pleasure made him groan. His whole weight upon me, pressing 
against my body, the shaft of pain vanished. I felt the joy of being opened. I 


lay there in a semi-dream. 


John said, ‘I hurt you. You did not enjoy it.’ I could not say, ‘I want it 
again.” My hand touched his penis. I caressed it. It sprung up, so hard. He 
kissed me until I felt a new wave of desire, a desire to respond completely. 
But he said, ‘It will hurt now. Wait a little while. Can you stay with me, all 
night? Will you stay?’ 


I saw that there was blood on my leg. I went to wash it off. I felt that I had 
not been taken yet, that this was only a small part of the breaking through. I 
wanted to be possessed and know blinding joys. I walked unsteadily and fell 


on the bed again. 


John was asleep, his big body still curved as when he was lying against me, 
his arm thrown out where my head had been resting. I slipped in at his side 
and fell half-asleep. I wanted to touch his penis again. I did so gently, not 
wanting to wake him. Then I slept and was awakened by his kisses. We were 
floating in a dark world of flesh, feeling only the soft flesh vibrating, and 
every touch was a joy. He gripped my hips tautly against him. He was afraid 
to wound me. I parted my legs. When he inserted his penis it hurt, but the 
pleasure was greater. There was a little outer rim of pain and, deeper in, a 
pleasure at the presence of his penis moving there. I pressed forwards, to 


meet it. 
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This time he was passive. He said, ‘You move, you enjoy it now.’ So as not 
to feel the pain, I moved gently around his penis. I put my closed fists under 
my backside to raise myself toward him. He placed my legs on his 


shoulders. Then the pain grew greater and he withdrew. 


I left him in the morning, dazed, but with a new joy of feeling that I was 


growing nearer to passion. I went home and slept until he telephoned. 


‘When are you coming?” he said. ‘I must see you again. Soon. Are you 


posing today?’ 


“Yes, I must. I’Il come after the pose.’ 


Please don’t pose,’ he said, ‘please don’t pose. It makes me desperate to 


think of it. Come and see me first. I want to talk to you. 


Please come and see me first.’ 


I went to him. ‘Oh,’ he said, burning my face with the breath of his desire. ‘I 
can’t bear to think of you posing now, exposing yourself. You can’t do that 
anymore. You must let me take care of you. I cannot marry you because I 
have a wife and children. Let me take care of you until we know how we can 
escape. Let me get a little place where I can come and see you. You should 


not be posing. You belong to me.’ 


So I entered a secret life, and when I was supposed to be posing for 


everyone else in the world, I was really waiting in a beautiful room for John. 
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Each time he came, he brought a gift, a book, colored stationery for me to 
write on. I was restless, waiting. The only one who was taken into the secret 
was the sculptor because he sensed what was happening. He would not let 
me stop posing, and he questioned me. He had predicted how my life would 


be. 


The first time I felt an orgasm with John, I wept because it was so strong and 
so marvelous that I did not believe it could happen over and over again. The 
only painful moments were the ones spent waiting. I would bathe myself, 
spread polish on my nails, perfume myself, rouge my nipples, brush my hair, 
put on a negligée, and all the preparations would turn my imagination to the 


scenes to come. 


I wanted him to find me in the bath. He would say he was on his way. But he 
would not arrive. He was often detained. By the time he arrived I would be 
cold, resentful. The waiting wore out my feelings. I would rebel. Once I 
would not answer when he rang the doorbell. Then he knocked gently, 
humbly, and that touched me, so I opened the door. But I was angry and 
wanted to hurt him. I did not respond to his kiss. He was hurt until his hand 
slipped under my negligée and he found that I was wet, in spite of the fact 
that I kept my legs tightly closed. He was joyous again and he forced his 


way. 


Then I punished him by not responding sexually and he was hurt again, for 
he enjoyed my pleasure. He knew by the violent heartbeats, by the changes 
in the voice, by the contraction of my legs, how I had enjoyed him. And this 


time I lay like a whore. That really hurt him. 
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We could never go out together. He was too well known, as was his wife. He 


was a producer. His wife was a playwright. 


When John discovered how angry it would make me to wait for him, he did 
not try to remedy it. He came later and later. He would say that he was 
arriving at ten o’clock and then come at midnight. So one day he found that I 
was not there when he came. This put him in a frenzy. He thought I would 
not come back. I felt that he was doing this deliberately, that he liked my 
being angry. After two days he pleaded with me and I returned. We were 


both very keyed up and angry. 


He said, ‘You’ve gone back to pose. You like it. You like to show yourself.’ 


‘Why do you make me wait so long? You know that it kills my desire for 


you. I feel cold when you come late.’ 


‘Not so very cold,’ he said. 


I closed my legs tightly against him, he could not even touch me. 


But then he slipped in quickly from behind and caressed me. ‘Not so 
cold,’ he said. 


On the bed he pushed his knee between my legs and forced them open. 
“When you are angry,’ he said, ‘I feel that I am raping you. I feel then that 
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you love me so much you cannot resist me, I see that you are wet, and I like 


your resistance and your defeat too.’ 


‘John, you will make me so angry that I will leave you.’ 


Then he was frightened. He kissed me. He promised not to repeat this. 


What I could not understand was that, despite our quarrels, being made love 
to by John made me only more sensitive. He had awakened my body. Now I 
had even a greater desire to abandon myself to all whims. He must have 
known this because the more he caressed me, awakened me, the more he 
feared that I would return to posing. Slowly, I did return. I had too much 


time to myself, I was too much alone with my thoughts of John. 


Millard particularly was happy to see me. He must have spoiled the statuette 


again, purposely I knew now, so he could keep me in the pose he liked. 


The night before, he had smoked marijuana with friends. He said, ‘Did you 
know that very often it gives people the feeling that they are transformed 
into animals? Last night there was a woman who was completely taken by 
this transformation. She fell on her hands and knees and walked around like 
a dog. We took her clothes off. . She wanted to give milk. She wanted us to 
act like puppies, sprawl on the floor and suckle at her breasts. She kept on 
her hands and knees and offered her breasts to all of us. She wanted us to 
walk like dogs — after her. She insisted on our taking her in this position, 
from behind, and I did, but then I was terribly tempted to bite her as I 


crouched over her. I bit into her shoulder harder than I have ever bitten 
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anyone. The woman did not get frightened. I did. It sobered me. I stood up 
and then saw that a friend of mine was following her on his hands and knees, 
not caressing her or taking her, but merely smelling exactly as a dog would 
do, and this reminded me so much of my first sexual impression that it gave 


me a painful hard-on. 


‘As children we had a big servant girl in the country who came from 
Martinique. She wore voluminous skirts and a colored kerchief on her head. 
She was a rather pale mulatto, very beautiful. She would make us play hide- 
and-seek. When it was my turn to hide she would hide me under her skirt, 
sitting down. And there I was, half-suffocated, hiding between her legs. I 
remember the sexual odor that came from her and that stirred me even as a 


boy. Once I tried to touch her, but she slapped my hand.’ 


I was posing quietly and he came over to measure me with an instrument. 
Then I felt his hand on my thighs, caressing me so lightly. I smiled at him. I 
stood on the model’s stand, and he was caressing my legs now, as if he were 
modeling me out of clay. He kissed my feet, he ran his hands up my legs 
again and again, and around my ass. He leaned against my legs and kissed 
me. He lifted me up and brought me down to the floor. He held me tightly 
against him, caressing my back and shoulders and neck. I shivered a little. 
His hands were smooth and supple. He touched me as he touched the 


statuette, so caressingly, all over. 


Then we walked towards the couch. He lay me there on my stomach. He 
took his clothes off and fell on me. I felt his penis against my ass. He slipped 


his hands around my waist and lifted me up slightly so that he could 
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penetrate me. He lifted me up toward him rhythmically. I closed my eyes to 
feel him better and to listen to the sound of the penis sliding in and out of the 
moisture. He pushed so violently that it made tiny clicks, which delighted 


me. 


His fingers dug into my flesh. His nails were sharp and hurt. He aroused me 
so much with his vigorous thrusts that my mouth opened and I was biting 
into the couch cover. Then at the same time we both heard a sound. Millard 
rose swiftly, picked up his clothes and ran up the ladder to the balcony 
where he kept his sculpture. I slipped behind the screen. 


There came a second knock on the studio door, and his wife came in. I was 
trembling, not with fear, but the shock of having stopped in the middle of 
our enjoyment. Millard’s wife saw the studio empty and left. Millard came 
out dressed. I said, ‘Wait for me a minute,’ and began to dress too. The 
moment was destroyed. I was still wet and shivering. When I slipped on my 
panties the silk touch affected me like a hand. I could not bear the tension 
and desire any longer. I put my two hands over my sex as Millard had done 
and pressed against it, closing my eyes and imagining Millard was caressing 


me. And I came, shaking from head to foot. 


Millard wanted to be with me again, but not in his studio where we might be 
surprised by his wife, so I let him find another place. It belonged to a friend. 
The bed was set in a deep alcove and there were mirrors above the bed and 
small dim lamps. Millard wanted all the lights out, he said he wanted to be in 


the dark with me. 
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‘I have seen your body and I know it so well, now I want to feel it, with my 
eyes closed, just to feel the skin and the softness of the flesh. Your legs are 
so firm and strong, but so soft to the touch. I love your feet with the toes free 
and set apart like the fingers of a hand, not cramped — and the toenails so 
beautifully lacquered — and the down on your legs.’ He passed his hand all 
over my body, slowly, pressing into the flesh, feeling every curve. ‘If my 
hand stays here between the legs,’ he said, ‘do you feel it, do you like it, do 


you want it nearer?’ 

‘Nearer, nearer,’ I said. 

‘I want to teach you something,’ said Millard. ‘Do you want to let me do it?’ 
He inserted his finger inside my sex. ‘Now, I want you to contract around 
my finger. There is a muscle there that can be made to contract and expand 
around the penis. Try.’ 

I tried. His finger there was tantalizing. Since he was not moving it, I tried to 
move inside of my womb, and I felt the muscle that he mentioned, weakly at 
first, opening and closing around the finger. 

Millard said, “Yes, like that. Do it stronger, stronger.’ 

So I did, opening, closing, opening, closing. It was like a little mouth inside, 


tightening around the finger. I wanted to take it in, suckle at it, so I 


continued to try. 
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Then Millard said that he would insert his penis and not move and that I 
should continue to move inside. I tried with more and more strength to 
clutch at him. The motion was exciting me, and I felt that at any moment I 
would reach the orgasm, but after I had clutched at him several times, 
sucking his penis in, he suddenly groaned with pleasure and began to push 
quickly, as he himself could not hold back the orgasm. I merely continued 
the inner motion and I felt the orgasm, too, in the most marvelous deep way, 


deep inside of the womb. 

He said, ‘Did John ever show you this?’ 

‘No.’ 

“What has he shown you?’ 

‘This,’ I said. ‘You kneel over me and push.’ 

Millard obeyed. His penis did not have much strength, for it was too soon 
after the first orgasm, but he slipped it in, pushing it with his hand. Then I 
reached out with my two hands and caressed the balls and put two fingers at 
the base of the penis and rubbed as he moved. Millard was instantly aroused, 
his penis hardened, and he began to move in and out again. Then he stopped 


himself. 


‘I must not be so demanding,’ he said in a strange tone. ‘You will be tired 


out for John.’ 
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We lay back and rested, smoking. I was wondering if Millard had felt more 
than sensual desire, whether my love for John weighed on him. But although 
there was always a hurt sound to his words, he continued to ask me 


questions. 


‘Did John have you today? Did he take you more than once? How did he 


take you?’ 


In the weeks to come, Millard taught me many things I had not done with 
John, and as soon as I learned them I tried them with John. Finally he 
became suspicious of where I was learning new positions. He knew I had not 
made love before I met him. The first time I tightened my muscles to clutch 


at the penis, he was amazed. 


The two secret relationships became difficult for me, but I enjoyed the 


danger and the intensity. 
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Pictorial: Somewhere in Afghanistan ... 
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What Are Prairie Oysters? by William Webster 


When I was fifteen I was invited by a family friend to spend time on their 
farm to help them out for a few weeks. I was a city boy who had never been 


on a farm. 


The first few days I learned how to collect the eggs, and help in the garden 
plot. The second week I helped in the fields to bail hay. That week was hard 
work! The third week I worked in and around the barn and helped with the 
milking. 


It was the second day of the last week I remember the most. That day my 
friend, her older sister and I were sent out to ‘cut the calves’. She brought a 
large pail of homemade beer. I thought that it was for when we got thirsty 


... Lhad no idea! 


She told me we were to lead them one by one into a strange looking metal 


contraption. It looked menacing and made a kerchank kerchank sound. 


When the first calf was in the cage a couple of the hired hands grabbed 


levers which turned the cage on its side. Kerchank kerchank. 


Then they pulled the calf’s back legs out of the way and sprayed some white 


liquid on its scrotum. The calf's penis was pink and in full view. 
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My friend’s sister, who was a few years older than I was, turned to me and 


said with a big grim on her face “you'll like this next bit for sure!” 


I had no idea what she was intimating but I knew instinctively that it had to 


be something sinister. 


Suddenly one of the men pulled out a sharp knife and grabbed the calf’s 
scrotum tight, pulled it away from the calf’s penis and with one deft ‘cut’ ... 
castrated the calf. It wailed and flailed widely but was caught securely in the 


contraption. 


I convulsed with a gut wrenching spasm as if I was the calf and nearly threw 


up! She watched me react and started to laugh! 


Kerchank Kerchank. 


I turned and wanted to walk away but she grabbed my shirt. “Where are you 


going? This is only the first one.” 


I stood there sick to the stomach. My testicles started to throb and ache. I 


closed my eyes but I could not close my ears. 


Kerchank, kerchank, 


I heard another calf wail, 


Kerchank kerchank ... then a third. 
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Then I heard her say, “ ... there can only be one or two bulls in the herd. 


Otherwise nature would go wild.” 


When she said this I slowly turned back ... kerchank kerchank ... and 


watched as they castrated the next calf. 


It slowly dawned on me that what they were doing was neither cruel nor 


senseless. It made perfect sense. 


The two hired hands had been watching our little drama. They threw her the 
next fresh scrotum. She dug her hand in ... separating the testicles from the 
sac ... threw the testicles in a pail filled with the homemade beer and then 
just threw away the sac at her feet. She was not squeamish. Obviously she 


had done this many times before. 


I watched as blood dripped down her hands. She seemed to read my mind. 


“Tt could be worst.” 


Kerchank, kerchank. 


“And how’s that?” My voice seemed strangely alien as I squeaked out the 


words. 


She laughed. “It’s just cutting. You could have to lead the lambs to their 


slaughter ... when the lambs seem to know!” 


75 


But the calves were meekly lined up waiting their turn, watching. 


Kerchank, kerchank. 


Surely they understood? 


Kerchank, kerchank. 


Yes ... my job that afternoon was to herd the calves to their castration. 


Once they were ‘cut’ they were let out of the contraption to roam freely. 


There was no stitching of the skin where they took their balls and sac. It was 


all left open to heal. There was surprisingly very little bleeding. 


We cut a good hundred that day. For me the afternoon could not pass fast 


enough. 


After the butchery had ended we three walked silently back from the barn. 


She carried the pail, and said that ‘a special treat’ awaited us for dinner. 


Naive me, I had no clue. 


She cooked “prairies oysters” for dinner that night! They were fried testicles. 


I felt sick to the stomach. I could not eat dinner. Instead I went for a long 


walk. 
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Their dog tagged along knowing I was upset and needing male 
companionship. While we walked along I could not help but notice he still 
had a pair. But I guess there was only one of him on the farm and three of 
his bitches. The dog and I only returned back to the farm house well after 


dark. 


There she was waiting for me on the porch with two egg salad sandwiches 
and a mountain dew. I sat down next to the sister and she offered me the 


plate. 


“I’m sorry. I guess it would have been too strange for you to eat prairies 


oysters after just watching them being “harvested.” 
I nodded. I had just finished half of the first sandwich when she did 
something I had not expected. She reached over and through the front of my 


jeans began to caress me. 


She leaned over and whispered into my ear. “My brother tells me the first 


time he helped with the cutting ... his balls ached for a whole week.” 


When she said this I nearly gagged on my sandwich. 


Twenty years later the sound still gets to me. I swear it’s the same sound the 


subway trains make as they take a turn here in the New York City 


underground. Kerchank ... kerchank. 
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Pictorial: | know what you’re thinking ... Shame on You! 
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On the Pedestal by Patrick Bruskiewich 


“The greatest gift one friend can give to another is happiness.” 


This past July I was able to bring happiness in a rather unique way to a 
friend of an artist friend of mine. My artist friend’s friend was single, and 
enduring her 30" birthday. Enduring perhaps is too light a word to describe 
her angst, for like most women who fret about their ‘biological clock’ the 
birthday girl was not happy with her present state of affairs. In fact it was 
her lack of affairs and the two long and lonely years since she had had a 
steady boy friend, or shared a bed with a man, that left her very despondent. 
My friend told me the birthday girl needed tender loving care, and a great 


deal of cheering up. 


My artist friend understood this and took it upon herself to organize a very 
unique and special thirtieth birthday for her friend. This is where I came in. 
In the past I have sat as a figurative model for my friend the artist. She is a 
sculptor and quite a good one, specializing in busts and small figurines. She 
is from Russia and has lived in Vancouver for around fifteen years. She 
herself is in her mid-thirties, has a nine year old daughter and is separated 
from her Russian sculptor husband. They had met when they were both at 
art school in Moscow. He was the brash son of a middling Soviet painter 
and she was someone from a small Siberian town that was chasing her 
dreams. They had been married since she was eighteen. Their marriage had 
been a convenient one so that they could share a flat and get by on their 


meager artistic earnings. While they were married her Casanova husband 
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had had a long series of flings with his artist’s models, a good fifty he had 
boasted to me, and well, his most recent conquest had just bore him an 
illegitimate son. The two were now separated for a few months. A fling 
with a young and beautiful artist model was one thing; a baby was another 
thing all together. The model was a student at one of the art colleges and as a 
result the father of the baby boy was black-balled from teaching at that 
college, and for good reason. The model dropped out of the art college to 


escape the humiliation and the scorn. 


As a sculptor, my artist friend does pottery, hand crafted clay figurines and 
the occasional pour of brass. She also does her own version of plaster of 
Paris, both miniature and life size fantasy figures, that express the whimsy of 
the female psyche. As a sculptor she cannot survive merely on ‘one-ofs. 
There are just not enough patrons of fine art in Vancouver for any artists to 


survive with large and significant works of art. 


There was no choice for her but to follow in Andy Warhol’s footsteps and 
live ‘The Factory’ mentality. My artist friend recently bought herself a 
second hand pottery kiln and has plans ‘to conquer the world with her 
product.’ She has made arrangements with stores down the Pacific Coast to 
sell ‘her product.’ She admits this is bad for the artist soul, but is good for 
the bottom line. She now has to provide for her family, for her Casanova ex- 


husband cannot. 


This past year I had sat for my artist friend as she did a series of drawings of 
the Minotaur. I agreed to do this after she showed me some Minotaur 


paintings she had done in the Picasso style. If she hadn’t told me the 


80 


Minotaur paintings were hers I would never have known they were not by 
Picasso. Picasso had been her heartfelt inspiration when she was growing up 
in cold and barren Siberia, and at one time she had visions of following in 
his footsteps. However, four years at a Soviet style art college in Moscow 
had rid her of ‘the bourgeois decadence of Picasso.’ She could only rebel so 
much before they pulled her works from the college showings. Without 
showings an artist cannot become known. If they are unknown they die 


impoverished, forgotten and embittered. 
My artist friend was not interested in martyrdom. 
One day, out of the blue, and some weeks after our most recent drawing 
session, my sculptor friend texted me out the blue. Her text came on a 
Thursday evening around midnight. 
When I receive texts so late in the evening I know something is up. If you 
have artists as friends you know that they are eccentric and quirky people. 
The text conversation went something like this ... 

“Help! Can you sit for me this weekend?” 
“Sure. What’s the panic? 


“Can you spare a few hours to sit at a friend’s birthday party?” 


“I have never done anything like that before. Is it important for you?” 
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“Yes she’s a close friend. Please!” 
“Sounds like fun. Tell me more.” 

“It’s her thirtieth. She needs some cheering up.” 
“How much cheering up?” 

“Lot’s, she thinks she is over the hill at thirty.” 
“Lol. Loin cloth or no loin cloth?” 

“Loin cloth ... to begin with. ” 
I smiled for a knew that while most drawing sessions started with a modest 
me, the artist’s tended to tug at the ribbons protecting my modesty and well, 
voila, Michelangelo’s David. 
“If your daughter is there it has to be loin cloth.” 
Her daughter was a precocious nine years old. When I had previously sat for 
my artist friend her daughter had kicked up a fuss, wanting to come and do 
some life drawing. Her mother and I both agreed it was not right to let her — 
she was far too young. I understand the nine year old took to using some of 


her mother’s life drawing books to assuage her feminine curiosity, and her 


artistic sensibilities. 
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’ 


“She’s going to be at a sleep over at her friend’s place.’ 


“When the birthday party?” 


“Saturday night, from 6 to 10.” 


“You sure left things for the last minute.” 


“Are you free?” 


“T will have to rearrange some plans, but yes Iam. Where is it?” 


“Thanks. My atelier, where else?” 


“Not at someone’s home?” 


“Lol. Maybe next time. ” 


“How many “artists’?” 


You might note that I paraphrased the word ‘artist’. I suspected there would 


be one artist and three rabbits — her and her three friends. What’s a rabbit 


you may ask? It is a soft furry animal, pink in all the right places, and with a 


sexual appetite. 


“Four ... including myself.” 
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“What do you offer me in return?” 


“Gulp ... What do you want?” 


“A piece of birthday cake ... and a bit of fun.” 


“You can have two pieces of birthday cake. How much fun do you want?” 


“Be creative ... tickle my fancy ...” 


“Then we are on?” 


“Sure. What do you have in mind in the way of art?” 


“We’ll do a sculpture ... naturally” 


I smiled. The world naturally told me that the rabbits would be hopping and 


someone would tug at the ribbons. 


“A sculpture of what?” 


“Something classical perhaps.” 


“Count me in.” 


“Can you come by a bit earlier on Saturday? 
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“When would you like me to be there?” 


“How about five? 


“I work until four. I will try to be at your atelier around five thirty.” 


“Spaciba.” 


In case you are wondering, Spaciba means, it means ‘thank yow’ in Russian. 
When I sat for her I asked her to teach me some Russian. I had learned 


perhaps a dozen words, spaciba being one of them. 


When I received my artist friend’s text I was safely tucked into bed. I sleep 
sans habillement as the French would say. I set my cell phone down on my 
coffee table and turned over and tucked myself under the covers. Then, and 
only then did I realize I could not sleep on my stomach ... at least for a little 


while. 


The thought of being an artist’s model at a birthday party like this gave me 
such pleasant dreams that night. In one of the dreams I swear I was a male 
concubine to a rich princess. What did Sigmund Freud once say about the 
interpretation of dreams ... that they ultimately reflected our conscious 


angsts. 


So began one of the most enjoyable experiences of my life. My artist friend 
texted me on a Thursday night and two evenings hence I was going to sit and 


be the inspiration for a woman’s thirtieth birthday gift. And I needed a new 
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loin cloth. Somehow I had mislaid the one I used when I last sat for my 
sculptor friend. I suspected I had left the loin cloth behind and her daughter 
had pinched it. The last time I sat the daughter happened into the atelier 
unexpectedly and had caught a glimpse of the backside of me, the cheeky 
little monkey. I had wondered how long she had been standing behind the 
partition before she barged in our drawing session. I also wondered if she 


had seen too much in profile. 


The daughter had arrived uninvited and wanted to do some life drawing and 
was upset at her mother for not letting her draw. I had seen some of her 
daughter’s artwork. She was an artist in her own right and I suspected she 
might one day in the not too distant future eclipse her mother given half a 
chance, but hers was a tender age for drawing life and well ... her mother 


did not want to get her interested in the birds and the bees just yet. 


She had caught a glimpse of the best of me as I scrambled into my robe. I 
think I had set my loin cloth atop the robe and in the confusion it fell to the 
floor behind the pedestal. I can imagine the daughter serendipitously 
collecting it up as a trophy. But being a gentle soul, I thought it best not to 
not to ask for it back. I also did not want to know why she wanted to keep it. 


I might day have the courage to ask her, but not today. 


I spent Friday night getting ready for the birthday party by sewing a new 
loin cloth. Depending on the session there is a loin cloth for every occasion. 
If I am expected to move about and take crazy poses I normally wear a g- 
string, with a close fit, which I had bought at the store. It had spandex 


strings. A g-string is for modeling for an animation class, or doing the crazy 


86 


academic poses. I can stay tucked into a g-string. If I am just sitting or 
standing about I feel comfortable in a loin cloth. A man has to be careful 
with a loin cloth lest something fall out — what do they call it — a costume 


malfunction. 


That Friday night I sewed new loin cloths with red ribbons to replace the one 
that had been pinched by the artist’s daughter. I sewed two that night in fact, 
for the first one I had made a mistake and it was not enough of a triangle and 
well, when I tried it on once I was a bit aroused, soft and immodest things 
started to pop out. The second loin cloth had a bigger triangle and more 


space and even when aroused I managed to stay modest. 


The second one is the loin cloth I decided to wear at the birthday party. I did 
not see myself having to take crazy poses and I planned to stay modest, at 
least until the loin cloth was removed. With the more ample loin cloth I 
figure everything would stay tucked in. If the ‘artists’ wanted me less 
modest they could tug on the two bows on the red ribbons ... 


On Saturday afternoon the clock crept through the afternoon. I managed to 
leave a bit later than expected for the atelier through no fault of my own. I 
was delayed by a few minutes at work, and then missed the bus I wanted to 
take by mere seconds. I had to wait fifteen minutes for the next bus into 
downtown. Just like watching a boiling kettle distorts your sense of time, 
waiting for a bus and the trying to rush across a major metropolis on a bus 
will do that as well. All I could think of while the minutes ticked away was 
will I ruin the birthday party if I arrive late? I texted my artist friend that I 


was on my way and not to fret. 
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Despite the difficulties of traveling across town at Saturday rush hour to her 
atelier near Commercial Street, I managed to get to there a mere quarter hour 


before the arrival of the guests and the start of the birthday party. 


Taking the bus across town to Commercial means going down Hastings 
Street, and in particular through the intersection of Main and Hastings. That 
part of town is known as the Downtown East Side. It is poverty incarnate. I 
can’t bring myself to look around at the abject poverty and so I tucked my 
nose in a pocket book I had brought for me just for that purpose. Things 
would be twice as bad later that night when I did the return trip. When the 


sun goes down the real monsters emerge out of the Downtown East Side. 


I tried to take my mind off of this angst by thinking what lay ahead for me at 
the atelier. If you have ever sat as an artist’s model you know that the 
clothes we wear day to day leave welts and impressions on our skin that take 
some time to disappear. For women it is the underwire on their brassiere, 
and things like that. For men it might be the belt on our pants or the seam of 
our under garments. Men’s boxers leave a welt around the belt area. 
Women have it sorted right when they wear g-strings. But if a man wore 
such a thing for more than an hour or two, his voice would go up an octave 


or two, and his chances of becoming a father would quickly diminish. 


When I sit for an artist I undress and then wrap myself in a robe and stand or 
walk about for a good thirty minutes to rid myself of any unsightly welts or 
impressions left on my body. I also bring slippers. Most artist ateliers have 


cold concrete as the floor. Standing about helps to calm sexual energy. 


88 


Nothing is more distracting to artists then when their male model is aroused. 
I found with experience that meditation and listening to classical music also 
does the trick. I knew to bring Mozart CD’s to the atelier where I sit. I also 
drink tea to keep myself warm and to hydrate myself. Nervous energy 
causes one to lose body heat faster than normal when you are an artist’s 
model. For the first bit of a session the adrenaline keeps you warm. The 


second half you can get through by sipping herbal tea. 


Luckily I had arrived a quarter hour before the guests. Just before we were to 
start the session I skinnied into my loin cloth, wrapped myself in my robe 
and then took up position just behind the partition at the back of the atelier. 
I was shivering ever so slightly, but I did not know whether it was because 
the atelier was a bit chilly, or whether it was because I was nervous for what 


awaited me. I guess a little of both. 


I only had to wait for a few minutes behind the partition for the guests to 
arrive. The three other women all arrived together a few minutes before six. 
From my hidden place I could clearly hear their voices. There was a lot of 
giggling and feminine energy. I spied the three women from my vantage 
point. Two of the three women were looking past my artist friend, while the 


birthday girl stayed focused on her. 


The two other women were obviously in the know and were trying to sneak 
a peek at me. I decided to be a bit cheeky with them and pulled open my 
robe. I inched a bare leg around the edge of the partition. I undid the ribbon 
on that side of the loin cloth and slowly started to move my pelvis to the 


edge. I placed my hand over the best of me and then stood half aside and 
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half behind the edge of the partition. Then I inched myself back behind the 
partition, and moved my hand away from the best of me in such a way that 
they were titillated but not gratified by my tease. I then put back on the loin 
cloth. For the next minute or so they would believe their model would start 


the session immodest. 


When I had arrived I had seen that the atelier had been decorated for the 
occasion. There at the centre of the atelier had been placed the model’s 
pedestal. On top of it was placed a tray of hors d’oeuvres which I knew 


would have to be moved if I were to stand there. 


If the birthday girl suspected anything, I could not tell it by her voice. She 
had not seen me as I teased her two friends. It was easy to imagine that the 
three women in the know were toying with the birthday girl when she asked 


“what are we going to do?” 


“Be patient. You’ll find out,” they told her, with an edge of intrigue. Only a 
naive innocent would miss the nuances of what might be in store for her 


when having a birthday party in an artist’s atelier. 


The birthday girl was named Ruth. When I heard her name for the first time 
I had visions of a rather plain, big-boned kind of a girl who still tugged at 
her mother’s skirt. She looked exactly like that. She had long black hair and 
black eyes and wore a simple dress that did not in any way show her to be 


feminine. She also had that nervous energy that a Jewish princess has. 
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The other two women were named Jessi and Sophia. I had not met the two 
of them either. Before they arrived I imagined them to be less homely than 
Ruth, if only because I had been told they were both married. Jessi was a 
brunette with a big buffoon hairstyle and Sophia was a blonde with a 
Marilyn Monroe coiffure. I could imagine Jessi to be a Canadian girl, born 
and raised in Vancouver, and very much a product of her environment. 
Sophia looked very much a Russian girl with her blonde hair and blue green 
eyes. She spoke with a Slavic accent that went well with her Slavic dress 
and her Slavic airs. And my artist friend is, well, is my artist friend ... no 


names please. 


It took a few minutes for the birthday girl to settle herself into the venue 
when Sophia produced a blindfold and told Ruth she was in for a big 
birthday surprise. With some pomp and ceremony Ruth let herself be 
blindfolded. Then they took the hors d’oeuvres off the pedestal and I was 
ushered out of my lair. I walked around the partition and up to the base of 
the pedestal. It was only then that I took off my robe, gave it to my artist 
friend and stepped up into the light of day. 


I hadn’t expected to be so physical, climbing up on the pedestal, and well 
some of me popped out from under the loin cloth. This elicited a giggle 
from Jessi which caught Ruth’s attention. 


“What’s going on?” Ruth asked, trying to peek from under her blindfold. 


Jessi responded “be patient, you’ll soon find out.” 


91 


Sophia offered me her hand to steady myself as I climbed up onto the 
pedestal. Her hand was warm like mine and I smiled at her to thank her for 
her courtesy. She gave me a lovely smile back. Her teeth were perfect. She 
was admiring my little bit of immodesty ... if I indeed were a sculpture my 


two stones splayed out of the loin cloth ... She was blushing. 


When I was safely atop the pedestal, and had tucked myself back into my 
loin cloth, I took up the pose of Michelangelo’s David. Then Jessi 
removed the blindfold from Ruth who gave an astonished performance that I 


knew was sincere. 


“Oh my God!” she exclaimed. “For me!” 


“This is your birthday gift,” my artist friend said to Ruth as she pointed at 


me. 

“What a marvelous gift,” Ruth said as they clapped her hands. She hugged 
her friends one by one. Then she turned back to look at me. “I have never 
had such a wonderful gift before.” When she said this for some reason I 


thought back to my dream of being a male concubine for a princess. 


“Tonight the four of us are going to do a sculptor of Michelangelo’s David.” 


my artist friend continued. 


“That will be so much fun!” Ruth was over the moon in her delight. 
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I was not looking down as Ruth said this, peering instead into the distance in 
an effort to disengage myself from the here, and the now. The first few 
minutes of an art session is always the most difficult even for an experienced 
model as they try to come to terms with their surroundings and not become 


overly stimulated. 


Right from the beginning of the session I knew it was going to be hard for 
me not to be aroused. I started to stir under the loin cloth. It is hard to hide 
this from artists, especially if they are women. But these were not artists. 
Their appetites were there and the rabbits began to hop about the moment 
their indulgence was made known to them. Perhaps I was partly to blame 


for this because of the tease I had given Jessi and Sophia. 


I hope the rabbits did not want to nibble on any carrots, I thought. I would 
try my best not to make them hunger for a nibble. Other men would 
probably let them nibble, but I am Catholic and I did not want to be too 
sinful in my life lest St. Peter take offence at some of my failings and 


shortcomings and bar my entrance into paradise. 

I knew it was Ruth that would have the biggest appetite. After all it was her 
party and I was her gift. I could tell she could not wait to unwrap me, and 
take pleasure in me. 


“This is simply marvelous,” she said. 


“It is isn’t it,” Jessi agreed. 
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“We arranged him just for you ...” Sophia chimed. “We thought this would 


cheer you up.” 


My artist friend harped “ ... he is my model and has helped me out ...” 


“Helped you out,” teased Jessi. “Helped you out how I may ask.” She had a 
sly grin on her face. “Like his model helped your ...” 


“Jessi!” my artist friend exclaimed, interrupting her. “He has helped me out 


by sitting for me a few times his year, so I could draw.” 


“Have you slept with him,” whispered Sophia. I don’t think she expected 
that I could hear her question. I cleared my throat and Sophia looked up at 
me. I took that moment to adjust my loin cloth, given the four woman a 


brief glimmer. 


“No I haven’t slept with him. Why should I?” My artist friend was angry 
being asked the question. “You should know better than to ask.” 
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“Well your Casanova ...” Sophia did not have a chance to finish her 
sentence. My artist friend had raised a finger at her to stop her. Then she 
put the finger to her lips and said “Shhhhh. I don’t want to be reminded 


what he has done.” 


“Here,” I said. I handed my artist friend my robe and she hung it up on a 


hook on the partition. 
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“The model has a voice ... does he have a name?” Ruth asked. 


I looked over at my artist friend before answering. “Tonight my name is 


David.” 


I was not about to share my intimate details with this hungry rabbit. As a 
rule I separated my artistic life from my real one and tried to keep the two 
apart. I admit I have a few artist friends who visit me from time to time, but 
some, like the artist whose atelier I was sitting in, had not had as yet, a 
chance to visit me. In her case I wanted to stay at arm’s length lest either of 
us be tempted to share a bed. Sex complicates friendship and I wanted to 


stay friends with this talented sculptor. 


After hanging the robe she walked back to beside the pedestal. The three 
other woman were milling around the pedestal studying me intimately. I 
half expected one of them to reach out and touch me. There was an 
awkward silence of perhaps twenty seconds. 

It was Ruth who broke the silence. “Does he have to ... you know ...” 


asked Ruth. 


I glanced down at her and knew what she was thinking. She wasn’t staring 
at my face. She was starring at that part of me midway between my navel 
and my knees, modestly hidden away behind the small fold of the loin cloth, 
and held up by a simple red crimson ribbon with a bow on one hip and 
another on the other one. I stirred underneath the loin cloth and Ruth 


noticed that. 
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“What?” my artist friend asked even though she knew what Ruth was 
thinking.. 


“Does he have to wear that?” I was still peering down as Ruth pointed at my 


loin cloth. I stirred again. 


“For now ... at least.” 


Ruth smiled when she understood the import of ‘for now ... at least.’ The 
birthday girl walked closer and now was nearly touching the pedestal with 
her hip. I could see her at the corner of my eye. She eyed the ribbons and 
passed her tongue hungrily across her lips. I swear she was wiggling her 


nose like a hungry rabbit. 


I was wondering what she was doing standing beside me like that when I 
realized that she could probably see past the edge of the loin cloth and was 
trying to catch a glimmer of me. I moved my leg a bit, but not to hide myself 
but to tease her. Then I reached down to adjust my loin cloth pulling it away 
from my body for a split second so that she was titillated. From where she 


stood she probably thought me to be elephantine. 


I heard a sigh from Ruth. It was the sigh of someone who knew they were 


so close to their desires, yet so far away from them at the same time. 


I looked down at Ruth and swear she wrinkled her nose like a hungry rabbit 


again. In fact, the three women, Ruth, Jessi and Sophia all seem to be doing 
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this from time to time as well. Perhaps it was my pheromones that caused 
them to do this. I could feel myself wet as a man aroused. Or maybe it was 
the pheromones of the three women themselves standing before their semi- 
draped model. I had already sat for my artist friend and so knew what I was 


all about. 


My inner voice was telling me to tread carefully. The other three women 
wanted such intimacy as well, but not as an artist would with a model. In 
their eyes I was not un objet d’art, but un objet d’amour. Their expectations 
were totally different, especially the birthday girl. God only knows what she 
expected of me! I grimaced and thought, ‘it was going to be a long and most 


likely riotous evening.’ 


I have had long and riotous nights before while standing in as an artist’s 
model. A few months back, to help out some artist friends, I had danced 
burlesque at a contest and won first prize. The burlesque routine was called 
The Artist Model and was performed to Gabriel’s Oboe played by Yo Yo 
Ma. I had decided to be so bold not only on a whimsy but also because my 
artist friends were too proud to accept a gift, although they were too poor to 
begin with. They had just had a unplanned baby boy and well, their 


financial situation was dreary. 


The day after I won the $ 500 first prize dancing burlesque I gave it to the 
mother of the little baby and told her if she needed any more all she had to 
do was ask. The father of the illegitimate child was il Casanova. He was so 
angry with me for doing this that I was told me never to visit his studio 


again. “You have embarrassed me in front of everyone,” he bellowed. 
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Excuse me! He had embarrassed himself and in doing so wrecked his 
perfectly good marriage. How did I meet him? Through a friend who had 
sat for him for a figurative sculptor. She invited me to come and chaperone 
her as she stood for him (she literally was standing not sitting). Il Casanova 


was making moves on her and well she needed someone to distract him. 


That where I came in. I agreed to sit for him as he did a bust of me and my 
hat from the shoulders up. That gave an out for my model friend who had 
gotten tired of his mischief. Things were fine until I gave the mother of his 
illegitimate son the $ 500 prize money, quite publicly, and explained 
publicly how I had won it. To tweak his nose a bit that evening I also agree 
to stand as an artist model for a life drawing session in his atelier with the 
proceeds going to the little boy and his mother. At the end of the day my 
generosity earned her a total of $ 750, the prize money and the proceeds 
from the drawing session. There were ten artists each of which paid $ 25 to 
draw that evening — friends, friends of friends, and friends of friends of 


friends — who all knew the proceeds were going to a good cause.. 


In the way of a thank you the mother nursed her little baby at my feet as I 
stood above her sans habillement on the pedestal. I swore there was a halo 
around her angelic head. In response later that evening when everyone had 
gone home I understand il Casanova trashed my bust, and quite violently, 


later that evening. 


Yes, my inner voice was telling me to tread carefully. I was deep in my 
thoughts and somewhere far away when I heard a voice ask “before we 


begin, who wants some wine?” It was Jessi who would serve as the wine 
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wench. She poured the four women some Pinot Gris and then poured a fifth 
glass and set it at my feet on the pedestal. I smiled her a thank you. I did 
not want to bend down to pick up the glass lest I fell off the pedestal or 


worst yet fell out of my loin cloth, again. 


Jessi brushed her hand across my foot. The other three women saw her do 
that. I did not say, or do anything. She was testing me and I was answering 
her in a passive silence. I did not even wince as some other models do when 
they are touched. I just gave her an even bigger smile. I felt goose bumps 
all over my body. There was now an understanding, that as their model I 


would give them some ‘sculptor liberty’. 


What’s a sculptor’s liberty? When I sat for my artist friend the first time I 
found out that sculptors need to study the model by touching them from time 
to time. Sketch artists and painters had no reason to approach the model so 
intimately and so there was a wall between them and their model. It was 
different between a sculptor and their model. The sculptor’s liberty was an 
understanding that the artist could touch their model. That meant trying to 


feel the underlying skeleton and overlying musculature. 


The first time I let my sculptor friend touch me was when she wanted to 
study my left knee, both front and back. I was sitting on my right side 
reclined immodestly like a Minotaur. It tickled me when she ran her fingers 
across my knee cap. She asked me if I minded her studying me like this and 
before I even gave it a second’s thought I said ‘no ... I don’t mind.’ In the 
space of my sittings for her she had studied most of me, except that most 


intimate place of me. There was a trust that I had for her and a respect that 
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she had for me. It made for a good working relationship. Perhaps it had 
crossed her mind to want more from me. When you sit as an artist’s model 


you are vulnerable to the artist’s appetites. You are also honest to your own. 


I once asked her if she ever sat for drawings. She said she had in the past 
and had even told me she had danced burlesque to pay a few bills, but she 
admitted it had been many years since she had sat as an artist’s model. She 
then asked me why I had asked. I smiled and mentioned that I liked to draw. 


She understood what I was saying and we left it at that. 


The thing is ... she did not say no. I looked across at my artist friend. Her 
back was turned to me. She turned and looked up at me, almost as if she 


could read my mind. 


I guess Sophia needed to make amends for her earlier faux pas and so she 
said “nice wine,” as she swirled the wine around her glass. She took a sip 
then walked over and took my glass up from my feet and offered it up to me. 


I took the glass, took a small sip and gave it back to her. 


“That all?” I nodded. She took the wine glass from me and placed it 
carefully back down at my feet. Then she ran her hand from my knee down 
to my foot. I did not flinch an inch. “You have wonderful muscles.” 
Sophia peered around my leg and looked at my backside. “Lovely.” I could 


feel her hand was very warm. 


Ruth had not noticed our little drama. She now had her back to me. She was 


hungry. “The hors d’oeuvres look wonderful,” she said. And they did. I 
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could see the plate being passed around and suddenly felt hungry. I had 
worked all afternoon and in my rush to get here I had not had the chance to 
grab a bite to eat. My stomach sympathized with my thoughts and suddenly 


gave out a grumble. 


My stomach’s grumble was heard across the room and I was offered a hors 


d’oeuvre. 


“Try the oysters,” my artist friend suggested. The four women giggle in 


unison. 


I nodded and so an oyster in a shell was offered off the plate to me by Ruth. 
She lifted up to me. I leaned down over her, smiled, took it, took hold of 
her hand and over turned the oyster in the palm of her hand. This was 
something she was not expecting. Then I bent forward and leisurely lapped 
the oyster up, tickling the palm of her hand with my tongue. The effect it 
had on Ruth was natural and powerful, for even under the billows of her 


dress her nipples became pronounced and her face went a bright crimson. 


She stuttered as she asked me, “would you ... would you like another one?” 
I nodded and she brought a second oyster in a shell to me. I took it from 
Ruth but this time I overturned it into the palm of my hand and offered it to 
her. My hand was right in front of my loin cloth, within centimeters of the 


best of me. The look of astonishment on Ruth’s face was priceless. 


In her disbelief it was several seconds before she stepped closer to me and 


tried to enjoy her oyster. She bumped my stomach with her forehead. I 
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stirred. She bumped me again in her struggle to down the oyster. Her 
tongue was tickling the palm of my hand. I brought my hand yet closer to 
my body. Her nose was now tickling the best of me through the loin cloth. 
She would be taking in the musky essence of me. I could feel the warmth of 


her face against my belly. 


She finally gulped the oyster down, turned her face and then looked up at me 
from her intimate vantage point. I could feel the warmth of her face on the 
best of me through the loin cloth. I knew deep down she wanted to tear the 
silly thing off there and then. If she had, I could not have stopped her. 
Instead she decided to do the next best thing. She turned to face me, brought 
her hand up and pulled back the front of the loin cloth ever so slightly and 


peered down behind it. 
As she pulled on it I could feel the loin cloth slipping down my hips. I put 
my hands over the two ribbons to make sure she did not tug at them. I 


grabbed the front of the loin cloth to keep it from falling down too far. 


She suddenly looked up at me. “Are you Jewish?” is all she said, in a way 


that sounded like approval. 


I shook my head. “Catholic,” I whispered. She frowned, obviously 
disappointed. 


She looked down again tugging even further on my loin cloth. “I didn’t 


know Catholics cut their boys.” Cut was the last word I expected to hear. 
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The three other women looked at Ruth in surprise. There was an awkward 


silence. 


“Ruth ...” It was Sophia. “You can’t just have it for yourself.” 


“The evenings young ...” said Jessi, sipping the last of her wine. She was 
the only one who had finished their glass of wine. Jessi would be tipsy in 


short order. 


“Shall we get started on the sculpture?” my artist friend asked. 


After a few seconds Ruth let go of the front of the loin cloth and walked 
back to join her friends. I tugged the loin cloth back up onto my hips and as 
I did this I began to feel self-conscious. Maybe this birthday gig wasn’t a 
good idea after all, I thought. The rabbits looked ravenous, they had started 


to hop about, and we hadn’t even started the evening in earnest. 


When you agree to be an artist model in a sense you accept the adage in for a 
penny ... in for a pound. Even with a loin cloth on sitting as an artist’s 
model is a rather courageous thing. It becomes even more interesting when 
the loin cloth comes off. I looked up at the clock on the wall. It was twenty 
minutes past six. I bet the loin cloth would be gone by eight at the latest I 
thought. 


I then realized that I hadn’t asked how long I would be ‘sitting’ this evening. 
In fact, I should be asking my artist friend how long I would be ‘standing’ 


on this pedestal as they sculpted me. 
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My artist friend looked up at me and I smiled back. Hers was a reassuring 
smile. She was reassuring me that things would not get out of hand this 
evening if she could help it. But she was outnumbered three to one and I 
was four to one. Behind my smile and from my present vantage point, I 
knew that I could tease the four women, and get away with it up to a point. 
Although it was an awfully small and insignificant piece of fabric I knew I 
could tease them from behind my loin cloth. If you want to feel utterly 
vulnerable be an all but naked male artist model on a pedestal among a 


group of clothed and rapacious woman. 


I knew for certain, once my loin cloth fell to the floor they would all but 
devour me. I could feel the best of me pressing against the loin cloth. I 
closed my eyes and counted slowly to ten. I was vulnerable enough standing 
here on this pedestal. The last thing I needed was a full blown erection to 


engross the four of them. 


I heard something being moved and I quickly opened my eyes. From the 
corner of her atelier my artist friend produced a wooden stand atop which 
was an armature on which the sculpture would be built. The armature, or 
base frame, was about 75 cm high. I thought this rather ambitious to plan to 
complete a 75 cm tall sculpture of a 185 cm tall man in the space of one 
sitting. This sort of answered my unanswered question — how long? With 
an armature that size I figure I would be modeling for between three and 


four hours. 
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I watched as my artist friend next struggled to push a big plastic tub of 
artist’s clay from the far corner of the atelier to beside the wooden stand. It 
took her and Jess, and Sophia to push the tub across the room. It made a 


strange noise as it was pushed across the concrete floor. 


“The call of the wild ...” Sophia joked, and the four women started to 
giggle. My face and chest grew flush. She was right. It had sounded just 
like a love sick moose call. On the thought of a love sick moose chasing 


after a cow in heat I stirred big time. 


I had to adjust the loin cloth to keep me from poking out. Every time I 
stirred I knew it would be harder and harder to not be noticed, or worst yet to 
spring out of my loin cloth altogether. The woman knew this, and short of 


tugging on the ribbons they knew to tease me for effect. 


While the three of them were pushing the plastic tub across the floor Ruth 
was eyeing me eagerly. I think she had noticed that I was bulging big time. 
I decided to tease her by pretending to tub on the ribbons. She nodded 
fervently. I just slowly shook my head, and then set my head at a coquettish 
angle and smirked to mock her. I then let my two hands slowly drop to my 


side. 


Once the tub was beside the work stand Ruth was eager to grab a handful of 
clay and get started, but my artist friend stopped her hand. “Here let me give 
you something to put on.” She walked over to the hooks on the partition wall 


and gathered up some artist smocks and handed each of the other women an 
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artist’s smock. She proceeded to put a smock on as well. Give each of them 


a beret to wear and we could be in Montparnasse. 


Indeed they were eager to start. Each woman took up a lump of clay and 
proceeded in turn to force it onto the armature. Following the artist’s lead 
they threw their lump onto the armature to insure it stuck. Then the artist 


started to form my feet and the trunk of my legs. 


“You need to set down the mass of the model before you begin forming the 
precise shape.” With those words the evening began in earnest. It was to be 


not merely a birthday party, but an art class and art session rolled into one. 


My role was now doubly simple — be the artist’s model and entertain. The 
entertaining would be easy and be spontaneous, but standing as David would 
be more challenging. In my mind’s eye I tried to remember how 
Michelangelo’s David stood. As she said ‘set down the mass’ I took up my 
best rendition of Michelangelo’s famous sculptor. It was then that I realized 
that I did not have a towel to drape over my left shoulder. No matter I set 
my left hand atop my left shoulder and let my right hand dangle down my 
side. Then I looked away into the distance. I held this pose without looking 
at the four women who were taking turns throwing down lumps of clay onto 


the armature. 
I suddenly smiled. Was it not God that formed man out of the clay of the 


early universe? I thought that if I were indeed made in God’s image then 


God had a sense of humor. 
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As I stood there I tried to imagine how I looked in the eyes of the four 
women in the atelier. Surely each of them would perceive me in a different 
way. It was easy to imagine that my artist friend would view me as an objet 
d’art, and equally easy to imagine that Ruth hoped of me that I was her 
birthday ‘boy toy.’ But what about Jessi and Sophia? I had noticed the 
subtle smirk on Sophia face when Ruth blurted out that I was circumcised. 
Perhaps Sophia was set in her Slavic view of the world. When I said I was 
Catholic the sternness on Sophia face melted away. Jessi reacted 
differently. I think she fought the urge to come and peek behind the loin 
cloth with Ruth. She was genuinely curious and not disapproving like 
Sophia. It was then when I noticed Jessi quickly emptied out her glass of 


wine. One excess would have to replace the other. 


I could feel that my artist friend was indeed being my friend and expressed 
her obligation to save me from any excesses the other three women might 
want of me. I also sensed that Jessi was a caring soul too. On the other side 
of the coin, Sophia I felt to be cynical and cold hearted in a Russian sort of 
way, while Ruth passionate and quick to feed her appetites as any Jewish 


princess might expect of her world. 


And I was the fifth wheel ... the odd man out ... the only man in the room 
... the object that threw everything else out of balance in the room, and for a 
reason — while at the same time being the center of all that would go on this 


evening. 


I don’t know why, but all this thought made me need to go empty my 
bladder. Maybe it was the worry. Maybe it was the adrenaline. Or maybe it 
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was the endorphins. I looked up at the clock. It was ten minutes before the 
hour. I would try to hold on for ten more minutes, then step off the pedestal 


to take a break. 


I looked over at the armature. The mass for my legs and torso was firmly set 
in place. The mass for my head and arms was being added. The pelvis was 


just beginning to take form. 


My artist friend produced a set of sculptor tools and began to instruct the 
women as to how to remove and shape the clay. She started with my pelvis, 
which made sense because it was the centre of mass of me. She left the front 
of my pelvis flat to the surface of my chest. The refined details would come 


later. David di not wear a loin cloth, I thought. 


“Turn around,” my artist friend asked. I obliged her. I turned around and I 
could hear sighs from the women behind me. I knew for certain that one 
came from Ruth and I guessed that the second came from Jessi. I don’t 
know what it is that women find so appealing in a man’s backside. (Mental 
note to myself — ask my artist friend). I looked up at the white wall in front 
of me and then had a wicked thought. I tugged at the ribbons and removed 
the loin cloth to give them an unencumbered view of the back of me. The 
women were behind me and huddled near the armature. In a few minutes I 
would step down from the pedestal and scramble to the bathroom. I doubt 


that anyone would take advantage of me then. 


I could hear the lazy Susan at the top of the pedestal turn and my artist friend 


instructing them as to how best to form the human back and backside. It 
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was good that the four women were behind me for I was now fully aroused. 
I would give them perhaps another ten minutes then step down from the 
pedestal and dash. 

I started to count “one ... two ... three ...” counting up to 600 hundred. 

I heard someone stir from the crowd behind me. 

“Where do you think you are going?” It was Jessi’s voice. 

“Just taking a closer look.” It was Ruth’s voice. Cheeky monkey I thought. 
Before she could stand beside me I covered myself with my loin cloth and 
right hand. She was now standing beside me on my left. I turned my head 
and looked down at Ruth and whispered “be patient ...what’s the hurry?” 


She just gave out another big sigh. 


“Ruth come back ...” it was my artist friend. “Leave the model be. We 


don’t want to set him off do we?” 


I wondered what exactly she meant by ‘set him off.’ Was there something 
deep, dark and sinister about Ruth that I should know? Did she really expect 
me to be her ‘birthday boy toy?’ And what exactly were the other two 


women, Jessi and Sophia, expecting from me? 
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A chill suddenly wet down my spine. My urge to pee seemed to be more 
pressing. I had only counted past four hundred. Would I make it to six 


hundred? 


Then I felt a hand timorously pass down the back of my leg. The hand had 
started just above my left knee and slowly went down to my ankle. I turned 
and looked back to see that it was Ruth, and she was staring at up me. She 


had an odd and distant expression on her face. 

I looked over at my artist friend and said “I have to pee” and stepped off the 
pedestal leaving Ruth dazed and all by herself next to the pedestal. The 
three other women each had an expression of concern, more so my artist 
friend. 


I left the bathroom door ajar and waited. 


“Are you ok?” a familiar voice came from behind the door. “Ruth 


apologizes.” 


“There’s no need for her to apologize. I am just a bit nervous.” I sighed. 


My artist friend poked her head past the door into the bathroom. “Can I 


come in?” 


I was holding my loin cloth over the best of me. I hesitated for a few 


seconds before answering. “Sure ...” 
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She stepped into the room and closed the door behind her. “Why are you so 
nervous? You have sat for me before.” My artist friend was trying to find 
out what I had on my mind. 

“It’s just that ... I have never done something like this.” I pointed out of the 
room. “Modeling for you is one thing, but tonight the expectations go 
beyond modeling don’t you think?” 

“Not from me.” 

“That’s a given. But what about Ruth?” 


“She’s a quite lonely woman.” 


“I can see that. Given have a chance she is ready to tear the loin cloth off of 


me and devour me. I can be a treat for her but not a trick.” 


My artist friend chuckled. “Oh ... I see ... I will tell her to behave herself.” 


“At least for now. Its barely seven and I think it is going to take you several 


hours to finish the sculpture.” 


“At least three, maybe longer.” She confirmed what I have already guessed. 


“And your friend Sophia, what is she wanting from the evening?” 


“She said she was bored and wanted an interesting evening out.” 
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“Well she get interesting for sure ... 


“I have known Sophia for a long time. She comes from a good family and 


stays out of trouble.” 


“Trouble?” 


“She been separated from her husband for seven months now... he cheated 


on her.” 
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“A lot of that going about ...” My artist friend sighed when I said that. 


“Sorry ...” 


“That’s ok ... Sophia and I have been spending a great deal of time together 


talking and trying to put our lives back together. I know Sophia ... If she 


wants something from you she shall ask ... that’s her style.” 


“Fair enough. And Jessi? What’s up with her?” 


“Well, she is already two sheets to the wind.” 


“I can see that.” 


“Things aren’t going too well between her and her husband.” 


“Is she a good drunk?” I had to ask. 
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“A good drunk?” 


“Does she giggle or get angry?” 


“Giggle ... she gets a bit crazy.” 


“Oh joy ... there’ll be two of them ... Ruth and Jessi.” 


“T will ask Jessi to take it easy on the wine.” 


“That’s a good idea. And last but not least you? What is it you want from 


me tonight?” 


“Huh?” 


“I can see it in your eyes.” 


“Can you? What do you see?” 


“Sadness and loneliness.” 


From outside the door I could hear my artist friend’s name being called. “I 


am coming,” she called back. 


“PI be right out ...” I said to her. “Listen, I have an idea.” 
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“What is it?” 


“Let’s get each of the women to write down two wishes they might have 
from me for today’s party on pieces of paper and I will draw from a hat 
every half hour and well ... we will have some fun.” I kind of knew where 
that might go but since I would be the one drawing from the hat I could 


kybosh the more crazy wishes. 


“You would do that?” I nodded. 


“If you put a little heart on your wishes I will know they are from you.” I 


gave her a whimsical grimace. “Your wish is my command.” 


She just stood there and looked at me. I offered her my hand and she took it. 
Then I pulled her towards me and kissed her on the cheek. I could feel how 


warm her face was. 


Still she stood there. I dropped my hand and just stood and turned to face 
the toilet ... “God made a man’s protuberance for pleasure and for peeing. I 


don’t think you mind the pleasure but ... I have to pee.” 


She looked down at me. “I better let you be then ...” I waited until she was 


out the door. 


Right across the wall in front of me was a full length mirror. I looked up 
into the mirror and stared at myself as I emptied my bladder. Yes, God does 


have a sense of humor! 
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It took me a few seconds to set myself back into my loin cloth. I grabbed a 
towel as a prop and then I rejoined the four women. I stopped for a good 
minute and listened from behind the partition. 

“Is he coming back?” I could hear Ruth ask worriedly. 


“He said he would,” my artist friend calmed her. 


“Have you finished writing up your wishes?” It was Jessi. “Who thought of 
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this marvelous idea. 


“He suggested it ... he’s rather worried you’re going to jump him.” It was 


my artist friend cautioning them. 


“Don’t wish anything to scare him away. I am rather enjoying this,” was 


Jessi’s retort. 

“This is fun ...” Ruth responded. 

Sophia was silent. I wondered why she was silent. 

It was then that I stepped out from behind the partition. Three of the four 
women were waiting for me to return. They threw the last of their wishes in 


a small bucket. Only Sophia seemed distracted and had her head bowed. 


Her thoughts were somewhere else. 
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Ruth piped up. “The wishes idea is great. We decided that three wishes 


apiece would be better than just two.” 


I looked up at the clock. “There are only two halves to each hour and we 
will be doing this until perhaps ten. That leaves only six wishes. That’s why 


I suggested two apiece.” 


Jessi was holding the bucket, stirring the pieces of paper and perhaps 
peeking at what was written on them. She looked in and counted the pieces 
of paper. “There are eleven wishes,” she said. “Someone only put in two 
wishes.” She looked up around the room. I figured it was my artist friend. 


The other women were smiling like Cheshire cats. 


“Here given me the wishes,” my artist friend said. “I will draw them out of 


the bucket when its time.” Jessi handed her the bucket. 


So much for me being able to vet the wishes. Well, two can play at this 
game I thought. “Here ... give me some pieces of paper. I am going to 
write a few wishes of my own and drop them in.” The women were 


intrigued. 


“Really ... what kind of wishes?” Ruth asked. 


“You'll see.” I parried. 


My artist friend handed me some scraps of paper and a blue pen. My wishes 


would dilute out the one-sidedness of our game, and they would perhaps 
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even the playing field. I tossed my wishes in the bucket as I wrote the five 
wishes and mixed the paper around. “There!” There were now sixteen 
wishes and only time for six. Odds out two of my wishes would be drawn. I 
had written a wish specifically for each of the four women, and the last one 


for myself. 


“They’ll be naughty wishes for sure,” Jessi said as I tossed the last of the 


five in the bucket. I looked over at her and gave her a sly grin. 


“All’s fair in frivolity,” I quipped as I walked confidently over to the 
pedestal. 


“Ready to continue?” my artist friend asked me. I nodded. 


I looked back at the four women and decided some stirring of the pot was 


needed. All though this bit of fun Sophia had not say anything. In fact she 


looked rather depressed. 


“Sophia ...” She raised her head and looked over at me. 


“Yes?” 


“Can you help me up onto the pedestal?” I gave her a beckoning smile and 


offered her my hand. 


She nodded and stepped forward and offered me her hand in return. I turned 


my back to the three other women and then carefully stepped up onto the 
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pedestal so that I was showing them only my backside. Only Sophia stood 
halfway before me. She held half my weight as I lifted myself off the 


ground, all the time holding my loin cloth in place. 


When I was safely standing atop the pedestal she let go of my hand. Then 


she whispered “are you taking it off again?” 

“What?” I asked even though I knew what it was she wanted taken off 
“You know ...” she motioned with her eyes. 

“Should I?” I thought I might tease her a bit. 

“We ‘re sculpting your bum ... like before” she smirked as she said this. 
“You like my bum?” I whispered to her. 

She nodded. 

“I will take it off once you are back with the three of them.” Sophia pouted 
and then rejoined her friends. I looked over my shoulder and saw they were 
ready to continue, so I tugged at the ribbons and doffed the loin cloth 
holding it in my right hand and draping the towel over my left shoulder. The 


women giggled and got back to their sculpting. 


As I stood there I felt that warmth that told me that my sex was aroused and 


my musk was flowing. Ever so often a small drop of thick fluid would start 
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its viscous plunge like little icicles from the tip of the best of me. I 
wondered if the woman could see that this was happening. The slow drip ... 


drip ... drip ... added to the sexual tension. 

After perhaps twenty minutes my artist friend asked that I turn around. I 
struggled back into my loin cloth before turning to face the women. I could 
see that the lower part of the sculpture had begun to take form. I look up at 
the clock. The women saw me doing this and so they giggled. 

“Ten minutes.” Ruth said cheerfully. 

I just shrugged. I did this partly to feign indifference and partly to move the 
muscles in my shoulder that were sore from the pose. I guess I was nervous 
because my stomach grumbled. 

“Still hungry eh ...?” It was Jessi who stated the obvious. 

“I didn’t have dinner. I rushed right over.” I responded. 

Before Ruth could rush to the plate Jessi had stepped forward with the hors 
d’oeuvre tray. “What can I offer you?” I looked down at the tray. There 


was some caviar on rye bread and cream cheese. 


“Maybe some caviar?” I leaned forward and offered her my hand but she 


had other plans. 
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She took one of the caviar hors d’oeuvres and held it in her teeth. She 
wanted me pluck it from her mouth. So I bent down and placed one hand on 
each of her shoulders to balance myself and I leaned forward, tilted my head 
and lickety-split the hors d’oeuvre was no more. Jessi gave me a glassy 
eyed smile when I was nose to nose with her. I think she had already had 
too much to drink. I could tell also tell this from her swaying traipse back to 


the others. 


There was an annoyed look on Ruth’s face, almost as if she thought I was 
there only for her. For another ten minutes I kept the pose and then exactly 


at the bottom of the hour it was Ruth who said “time for a wish.” 


My artist friend set down her carving tools, rubbed some of the clay off her 
hands and then lifted a small folded piece of paper from the bucket. I tensed 


up expecting the worst. 


“Ruth wants to kiss the model,” was the wish that was read out. 


Carefully balancing myself on the pedestal, I got down on my knees and 
Ruth stepped forward and before I could get ready she grabbed my head on 
both sides and planted a kiss forcefully on my lips. She tasted of hors 


d’oeuvres and wine and, to be perfectly honest, wasn’t a very good kisser. 


Ruth was quite pleased with herself as she sauntered back to the clay 


sculpture and her friends. 


“How was he?” Jessi asked. 
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“Not bad ...” Ruth said so proudly. 


In an instant the first wish of the evening was behind us. I was relieved. It 
was such a simple wish. I had expected something more raw and dramatic. 


I stood again, took up the pose and the women went back to their sculpture. 


What my artist friend had done is divided my figure into four quadrants and 
each of the four women were hard at work at their quarter of me. From time 
to time one or another of them would stop for a few minutes, walk over to 
where I was posing on the pedestal and take a closer look at my skeleton or 
muscles. As they did this none of them thought of touching me. I found that 
odd after the earlier ‘artistic liberty’ that had taken. Perhaps they were 


biding their time? 


As the minutes progressed to the top of the hour I found myself relaxing. 
The focus seemed to be on the art and not on the entertainment. I took a 
moment to crouch and take a long sip from my glass of wine. The wine 


helped to rinse away the taste of Ruth’s kiss from my mouth. 


Ruth kiss had reminded me of an old paternal aunt that expected a kiss from 
all her relatives at Christmas time. She had never married and had helped 
raise a bevy of her nieces and nephews from infancy. She was the aunt that 
was always available to baby sit on special occasions, or when your parents 
went away on a two week trip and didn’t want to bring ‘the kids.’ Despite 
the ages of her nieces and nephews she expected a kiss on the mouth. 


Usually she tasted of spearmint, since she almost lived on life savers. I 
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could see Ruth becoming someone’s dithering aunt — it looked like she was 


half way there already. 


Then it was time for another wish. My artist friend picked a piece of paper 
from the bucket. “It’s from Jessi ... she wants you to take off the loin 


cloth.” 


I shook my head. “Not yet ... maybe later.” 


“That’s not fair,” Jessi retorted. “What’s the use of asking us for our wishes 


1? 


if you aren’t going to grant them!” She glared at me. Then her demeanor 
changed suddenly. She started towards the pedestal. “Ruth had a peek ... I 
want one too.” I could tell she was tipsy and I knew I was in no position to 
stop her. If I tried to struggle with her I might fall off the pedestal, bringing 


the evening’s festivities to an end. 


Jessi was a bull in a china shop and I was the china, so I let her have her 
way. She tugged at the front of the loin cloth, peered in and started to 
giggle. With her other hand she started to paw me, moving the best of me 
about so that she could get a better view. It was damned awkward, but I let 
her manhandle me. Her hand was hot, passionate and insistent. I stared 
down at her and could see down the cleavage in her dress. She was wearing 


soft pink underneath. 


“Jessi ...” It was my artist friend. “Behave yourself!” She stopped and 


looked at her friends. 
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“Not very big is he?” was all Jessi could say. I started to laugh and she 
glared up at me. I was annoyed at her but I didn’t want to show it. I thought 
a bit of reverse psychology was in order. I would not be defensive, but 


neither would I be offensive, just clever with her. 


“Why are you laughing?” she was offended. My reverse psychology seems 


to be working. 


“I have never had such a complaint before,” I stated earnestly. The other 
women joined me in my frivolity. Jessi looked back at them and let go of 
my loin cloth. Her face was crimson red. She started to laugh too and 
walked back to her friends. She poured herself another glass of wine and 


drank a mouthful of it. 


“Can you turn around again?” My artist friend asked me. “It’s time to 
work on your back a bit and your shoulders.” I turned around and once 
again decided to remove the loin cloth. After the Jessi’s manhandling I had 
grown to sizeable proportions, which is perhaps why my artist friend thought 
it best to get me to turn around so that they could concentrate on their 
sculpture and not the finer attributes of the model. It was good she had 
asked me to turn because I think it was unlikely in my present state that I 
would have stayed completely within the loin cloth. Something would be 


poking out, or dropping out altogether. 


For the next fifteen minutes or so it was my back they were sculpting. The 
sun had gone down and the atelier began to grow cold. I wondered how 


long it would be before the cold got to me. My adrenaline edge was starting 
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to dull. I could feel my body heat dissipate into the room. I could feel goose 
bumps start to appear and the hair on my body start to trap my body heat. I 


started to shiver. 


They worked rather well together and gossiped a great deal as they worked. 
I guess women do that. Men are not as talkative as women are — which is 
one of the main reasons why I prefer the company of women over that of 
men. Women are more interesting creatures than men to listen to and to 


watch. 


There is also that mystery about them, hidden away behind their dresses and 
other outfits they adorn themselves with. What they wore told a great deal 
about women. For instance, without looking back at the four of them I 
recalled what each of the four women were wearing on their feet. Their 
footwear said something about each of them. Ruth wore unadorned black 
pumps very much in her simple character. They looked scuffed and well 
worn. Sophia wore a brand new pair of espadrilles. I could see her setting 
those aside at the end of the evening if they had so much as a speck of clay 
on them. Jessi wore a shiny pair of polished red low heel shoes, the kind 
you might wear on a fancy date. Her shoes told me that she figured this 
evening was a fancy date. My artist friend wore a plain pair of sneakers, 
something perfect for working in her atelier. For her, this evening was just 
another day at her office. I admired her because she struggled to keep her 


dream alive — her art praxis. 


You might wonder why I used the word praxis instead of practice. Perhaps 


it is because being an artist is different from being an average Jill or Joe, or a 
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teacher, a doctor or poet. Being an artist required not only a different group 
of skills, but a different way of perceiving the world. Creative people like 


poets or artists have a unique appreciation of the human condition. 


You stand a naked man in front of the average Jill or Joe and all they see is 
the soft tissue between his legs. A teacher might feel obliged to explain 
human biology and physiology, grasping closely and referring to a textbook 
because most teachers are not much more than a high school student 
themselves with a few extra years of university art history, or English 
literature, or undergraduate biology under their belts. You let a doctor study 
a naked man and they search for symptoms of anything that might afflict 
them. A doctor is there to cure human suffering, not to celebrate the human 
condition. A poet might write a lusty limerick, or mock the puny 
vulnerability of the model. You might note that most poets about the human 
condition have been written by men and is about their lustful affliction 


towards the fairer sex. 


You set a nude man on a pedestal in front of an artist and they begin by 
seeing the action lines, the skeleton, the musculature, the overlying tissue 
and last but perhaps not least those parts that make him a man. The artist 
might sculpt him, or draw or paint him. Artists view the world in their own 


unique fashion. 


As I thought about this, I wondered how the three other women perceived 
the all but naked man perched on the pedestal before them. I wondered what 
they did professionally. Given the way she was dressed I figured that Jessi 


had something to do with the service industry. Sophia was dressed like 
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someone who worked in an office and did not have to interact with the 
general public. I could see Ruth being a teacher of children and someone 
who is starved of adult interaction. Maybe she taught elementary school — 
perhaps fourth or fifth grade. 

“It’s 8 o’clock,” Ruth sang. Yes, I think she taught elementary school. I 
figure I should ask her, but not before I had put my loin cloth back on. 
When I ws ready I turned around. 

“Ruth may I ask you something?” She looked up at me with anticipation. 
“Yes ... please do.” I suspect she was expecting a more intimate question. 


“Are you a teacher by any chance?” I asked her. 


“How did you know?” She was both surprised and disappointed at the same 


time. 

“Elementary school?” She nodded hesitantly. 

“Why do you want to know?” She was apprehensive. 

“I have been standing wondering what each of you do as a living. Nothing 
more. When you sit as an artist’s model you think about different things. 


That’s all.” My explanation set her mind to rest. 


“I see ...” Her spirits picked up. 
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“Sophia do you work in an office?” 


Sophia nodded. “I work in a bank, how could you tell?” 


“IĮ am rather good at people watching.” I did not want to seem too boastful. 


“And me?” Jessi asked slurring her words. 


“I think you have something to do with the service industry.” 


“Clever boy,” she raised her glass then took another sip. “Can you be more 


specific?” 


“I need more clues from you ... of the three of you, you are the enigma. The 
riddle. The puzzle.” She laughed when I said that. “I think it is because 
you have been the Jill of many trades. You have had several different jobs 


haven’t you?” 


“You’re good .... Isn’t he good,” she swept her glass towards her friends 


nearly spilling white wine over them. 


“Jessi ... be careful, you'll spill you wine all over me!” Sophia was 
annoyed. But is was too late. Some of the wine splashed across her new 
espadrilles. “Now look what you have done. You have ruined them.” I 
smiled. I had pegged Sophia and her shoes perfectly. I could see her putting 


them in the ‘to donate box” when she got home. 
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“I forgot to tell you he’s both observant and very clever,” my artist friend 
shared her judgment of me with her three friends. “A bit too clever at 


times.” 


Ruth took the clue and turned back to glare at me.“Trying to distract us 
weren’t you?” Ruth wagged a finger at me. She brought them back on 
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task. “It’s time for another wish ...” Another wish was picked from the 


bucket. 


“This one’s from him. He wants the four of us to remove our brassieres.” 


Well if there was a fox let loose amongst the hens it could not have caused 
more confusion. Ruth grabbed her bosom. Jessi started to giggle 
uncontrollably. Sophia gave me a most scornful glare and my artist friend 


just shook her head and said tsk, tsk, tsk. 


“You are a saucy one aren’t you?” was Jessi’s response. “Sue why not. 


She proceeded to start unbuttoning the front of her dress. 
“Jessi!” It was Sophia who chastised her. 
“Look he’s bare breasted,” was Jessi’s answer, pointing at me. I was right. 


She was wearing soft pink underneath her dress. “Come on Sophia ... don’t 


be so self-conscious. His wish doesn’t say we have to show him our boys 
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Ruth and my artist friend had both gotten into the spirit of my wish. My 
artist friend opened the front of her blouse just enough to reach in and 
unclasp the front of her bra. Then she did the contortionist moves that girls 


know to remove her brassiere without taking off her blouse. 


“There ...” She threw her bra down at my feet. Perhaps apples here. Her’s 
was a practical white thing which she produced almost by magic from one of 


the arms of her blouse. 


Ruth did her own version of the trick. Her’s was a frilly black thing that 
must have been a double D. She was a little self-conscious and held herself 
up with left forearm. Her face was a pale shade of crimson. I smiled 


appreciatively. 


Jessi was brash and opened her dress enough for me to see her breasts as she 
freed them from her brassiere. She was three sheets to the wind and well not 
very inhibited. I clapped as she did her performance. She looked up at me 
and let the front of her dress dropped. And voila, she was bare breasted just 


like me. 
The three other women watched her in amazement as she did this and only 
Sophia showed any disapproval. Sophia tucked her back into her dress as 


Jessi just stood there with a drunken expression on her face. 


“Beautiful ... very beautiful.” I said. “God created women’s breasts to 


make us men envious.” 
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Jessi clapped to my poetic limerick. “You aren’t just a pretty face ... 


are a philosopher.” 
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This left only Sophia who hadn’t tossed her intimacy into play. Jessi turned 


to her and said “It’s your turn now. The rest of us have set our boys free.” 


Sophia had a pained expression on her face. I wondered if it was because 


she had small breasts. Perhaps it was. As I looked at her I thought back to a 


poem I had written of a woman I knew who was often mocked for her flat 


chest. 


I looked at Sophia with an understanding smile and began to recite my 


poem: 


Oh Well — They Are Enough 


Admittedly, they are quite small 
Twin curiosities at best 
deceptions that belie their age 


the true, the time ... the test 


I am not scared of them 
But are they scared of me? 
They sometimes poke or peak 


then hide away, you see. 


They intrigue, these chirlish twos 
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that never grew, mere hills 
short shrift, perhaps beneath the bill 


but then again ... so what 


With time, they’ll remain the same 
when other mighty mountains slough 
if ever needed they’ll grow again 


As such — oh well — they are enough. 


Tears appeared in Sophia’s eye. She looked so sad. I stepped off the 
pedestal and walked towards her. I peered into her eyes, leaned forward and 


whispered into her ear “if you don’t want to ... you don’t have to.” 


She whispered into my ear. “Will you do it for me?” Then she lowered her 
eyes and I began to unbutton the front of her blouse. I took her blouse off 
her and unclasped her and removed her brassiere. As I did all this I 
continued to peer into her eyes. I did not look down. Then I carefully put 


her blouse back on her. 


As I walked back to the pedestal I dropped her bra onto the pile. I had been 
right. It was half padded ... and she was modestly endowed. 


Sophia said nothing and rushed to the bathroom. 


My artist friend followed her to the bathroom and came back a half minute 


later.““She has locked herself in the bathroom and is crying,” she said. 
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“Now look what you have done,” said Jessi. Ruth had a frown on her face, 


perhaps worried that her birthday party has been ruined. 


“She wants to talk to you,” my artist friend said and Jessi started towards the 


bathroom. “Not you ... him.” She motioned at me with her thumb. 


“Me?” I said, surprised. 


My artist friend nodded and then walked me over to the bathroom door. “Be 
respectful ... her boy friend and her have just broken up and she is an 
emotional wreck.” Oh, I thought, that would explain her solemn state of 


mind. 


We walked pensively to the bathroom door, she knocked at it and said 


“Sophia it’s me.” 


After a split second the door was opened and before I could do anything she 
had grabbed my hand, dragged me into the bathroom and locked the door 
behind her. 


I turned to face her and asked “Are you ok?” She had tears streaming down 
her face. Obviously she was not ok. Here I was quite vulnerable, in the 
midst of a woman who was in emotional turmoil. I needed to set the tone so 


I said “Your boy friend has just left you, hasn’t he.” 


She nodded, taking a big gulp. 
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“Had the two of you been together long?” 


“Five years. He wanted to marry me ... but I said no.” She sighed as she 


said this. 


I stepped forward and gave her a hug. It seemed the thing to do at the time. 


She folded her arms in front of her as if she was praying. 


“You must be very sad,” I said to her. She nodded. “I didn’t mean to upset 
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you ... 


“I know ...you are a very kind man. I could tell that when you took my 


brassiere off me. You didn’t look down at my flat chest.” 


“Can I tell you something?” 


She nodded. 


“Not all men like big breasted women.” 


“No?” 


“There are many women who probably envy you. They are the ones with 


sore shoulders and sagging breasts. You know ... when you have your 


babies your breasts will fill full up milk and they will do what they are there 


to do.” 
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She stopped crying. “Do you like my small breasts?” 


“I didn’t see them. I wasn’t looking.” 


Her hands lifted to the top button of her blouse then hesitated. Then she 
started to unbutton her blouse. She opened her blouse and I looked down at 


her. Her breasts were small, but her nipples and areola were the normal size. 


“They are beautiful.” Then I did something perhaps I shouldn’t have. I 
leaned forward and kissed her on the cheek. She immediately wrapped her 
arms around my neck and pulled me close to her so that her bare chest and 


mine were now touching. She felt soft and warm. 


I felt sorry for her and her sadness. “Sophia ...I took the bus here. Will you 


drive me home after the party?” 


She unwrapped her arms from my neck and let go of me. “You’re not going 


home with Ruth?” 
“No, why should I?” The thought had not crossed my mind. On top of it all, 
I had not expected this surprising comment from Sophia. “Is Ruth expecting 


to take me home to bed?” 


Sophia nodded. “Surely you had figured that out by now. She has all but 


said that to us. ” 
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“No I am not going to bed with her. And I am not going to let her take 


advantage of me. She’s not my type.” 


“Who is your type?” Sophia asked. 


“A less indulgent person. Someone with poise and character. Someone 
mature and self-assured ... someone like you.” I don’t know why I said 
‘someone like you.’ The thought just sort of just popped out of my mind. If 
there was someone who could take me home it would be Sophia. Maybe I 
was a bit tipsy from the wine or maybe the emotions of my surroundings 
were poking through? “I could see Ruth smothering any happiness I might 
have to share. She is like an indulgent child. Was she an only child growing 


up?” 


Sophia nodded. I want you to drive me home tonight. If you do I will grant 
you one special wish ... whatever you might desire of me to make amends 


for hurting your feelings.” 


We stood looking at each other for a few second. She was now much 
happier. I started to button up her blouse. As I did this I passed the back of 
my hand across the soft feminine skin on her chest. I could see goose bumps 


arise all over her arms. She let out a contented sigh. I had cheered her up. 


“I better go back,” I said. “They will be wondering what’s going on in 


here.” 
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“Yes, you better ... they will be wondering” Sophia said. “Besides, I have 
to pee.” When she said that I suddenly had the urge to pee as well, but I 
thought that had better wait. 


I walked to the door and slowly opened it. Then I looked back. Sophia was 
already peeing. She had lifted her dress and dropped her panties but was not 
sitting completely down. It was something I had never knew was done by 
girls. It astonished me. She saw that I was watching her and waved at me to 
look away. I did but the mirror along the wall gave a different angle and 


was more revealing. 


Before she had finished I stepped through the door and out into the atelier. I 


stopped again for a moment behind the partition to listen in. 


“What’s taking them so long?” It was Ruth and she was annoyed. 


“They’re just talking,” my artist friend said. “Just talking Ruth. He hurt her 


feelings and he’s trying to make amends.” 


“Make amends ...” Jessi said this in a mocking way. She slurred her words. 


It was now certain she was four sheets to the wind. 


I stepped out from behind the partition. “yes, we were just talking. I wanted 
to apologize to Sophia for hurting her feelings. She is very sensitive about 
... certain things.” I gave Ruth the evil eye. She responded with a look of 
astonishment. The pile of brassieres was still there at the foot of the 


pedestal. I picked them up off the floor and one by one set them beside each 
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other onto the table. “Maybe I should keep these as a souvenir of our 


evening together.” 


Jessi put her hands to her covered breasts and bobbed them up and down. “I 
bet when you order thanksgiving turkey it’s all white breast meat.” She 


giggled uncontrollably. 


“Yes ... I love breasts .... with lots of cranberry sauce too.” I figured I 
should humor Jessi lest she spin out of control. She was a giggly drunk, and 
I thought I might have to use that to our advantage. Our, in the sense that all 
five of us were trapped in a circumstance that needed to be played through to 
its final act. I don’t know why I felt this way but I wanted to stay and see 


how the evening ended. 


Without being asked I walked back over to the pedestal. “Let’s continue,” I 


commanded. “How do you want me to stand?” 


“Without the loin cloth,” Ruth insisted. 


I turned abruptly to face Ruth. “Not yet ...” I shook my head. “Not yet ...” 
I was no longer aroused. In fact, I was at the beginnings of an entirely 
different state of being altogether. If anyone of the three women had been 
listening closely to my voice they might have noticed that I was annoyed at 
them. Not even my artist friend understood. Between Ruth the indulgent 
princess, tipsy Jessi, and sensitive Sophia things were beginning to become 
too complicated for me, complicated in the sense that I was vulnerable in a 


room with at least one rapacious woman. 
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“What exactly will you do when the loin cloth comes off?” I studied her 


face intently. 


“Enjoy myself ...” Ruth countered. 


“In what way? Can you be trusted with a naked male model?” 


Ruth’s mouth fell open and she didn’t respond to my question. Behind Ruth 
Jessi was shaking her head. 


I glance up at the clock. It was quarter before nine. It could not be ten 
o’clock fast enough. I clambered back up on the pedestal turned my back to 
the three women and doffed my loin cloth. “Let’s get on with it ... I am 
getting cold and tired.” Now if that is a not so subtle message then what is? 
When Sophia came to join her friends she walked right by me without 
looking up. It must have taken her a great deal of self-discipline to do this 
but she knew if she looked up the resentment she would receive from Ruth 
would have been unbearable. I now knew for certain I had an ally in Sophia. 
“Well ...” It was Ruth. 


“Well what?” Sophia retorted. 


“What does he look like?” Ruth was insistent. 
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“Huh?” 


“You walked right by him and didn’t notice?” I smiled. That’s pushing her 
buttons isn’t it, I thought. I looked down. I was just a lump of soft tissue. 
Gravity had taken hold of me and well it was cold. It was confirmed. Ruth 


didn’t interest me. 


“Ruth ... we are here to do art.” My artist friend said. “Let’s finish the 


sculpture shall we.” 


“We are here to celebrate my birthday ...” Ruth said this with an abrasive 
tone. 
“Yes we are ...” Jessi said. “And look what we have arranged for your 


birthday. Look up there ... we brought you ... all the way from Florence 
Italy ... Michelangelo’s David.” 


I smiled. The three other women were tugging at Ruth’s dress telling her to 
not be so indulgent. They knew that if she did not stop, the evening would 
come to an abrupt end and well ... the fun hadn’t really started yet. I wasn’t 


wearing my loin cloth ... and I had my back turned to them. 


I put a hand over the best of me and turned around. “Yes Ruth ... don’t be 
so impatient.” She stared up at me. Well, to be perfectly honest she stared 
at my hand covering the best of me. I glanced up at the clock then turned 
around once again presenting my backside and took up the David pose. 


There was silence for a few minutes but I could hear someone scraping away 
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at the clay on the sculpture. In another ten minutes it would be time for 


another wish. 


For the next ten minutes there was a dedicated silence as the four ‘artists’ 
worked on their sculpture. Our recent minor drama had played itself out. 
Things had settled down at least for a little while. For how long we would 
soon find out. At the top of the hour I put the loin cloth back on and stepped 
off the pedestal and wrapped myself in a blanket. 


“Getting cold?” my artist friend asked me. I nodded. “Let me make you 


some mint tea.” I smiled. 


“But first the wish,” Ruth insisted that a wish was drawn from the bucket 


first. 


I shrugged my shoulders and gave an indifferent frown. My artist friend 
chose a paper from the bucket. “It’s from Sophia. She wants the party to 


continue until eleven.” 


Ruth clapped her hand enthusiastically. “What a wonderful idea. Jessi lifted 


her glass in acknowledgement and took another sip. 


I looked up at Sophia, smiled and nodded. “Sounds fine by me.” I knew 
that at eleven Sophia would safely rescue me from whatever misfortune lay 
at midnight. Sophia’s wish would be a blessing. This meant that perhaps 
for the two hours or so I could remain modestly attired and not be thrown to 


the hungry rabbits. 
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“Let me put on the kettle,” my artist friend said. “I will make a pot of tea 


just in case someone else wants some.” 


I got up from my chair and walked across the cold concrete floor to the tray 
of hors d’oeuvres. There were a few egg ones left over and so I picked one 
up and put it into my mouth. I chewed it slowly as I walked by Ruth who 
was hungrily staring at me. I must have looked rather funny in the pink robe 
that I had on. There was a green robe hanging up on the partition, the robe I 
usually wore, but today I decided to toy with fate. I walked to the armature 
and slowly studied the half finished sculpture from all angles. It wasn’t that 
bad given the fact that there were four of them and given the fact that only 


one of the four was an experienced artist. 


“Well, what do you think?” asked Ruth. 


I slowly looked up at Ruth. “Rather nice, actually. Do you get to take it 


home with you?” 


Jessi answered my question. “Oh course she does!” 


As Jessi said this, Ruth nodded licking her lower lip with her wet tongue. I 
wondered if Ruth could distinguish between taking the sculpture home, or 


whether all she could see was the sculpture’s model? 


“The rest of us will go home empty handed.” As she said this Jessi swiftly 
slapped my backside. I hadn’t expected that so I turned around and 
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playfully swatted her backside in return. “Now ... now ... don’t be too 
cheeky,” I retorted. The play escalated as Jessi offered me her backside 
again and began to giggled uncontrollably. I picked up a paddle from the 
little table next to the armature and waved it through the air. “Wouldn’t you 


like to have you backside paddled!” 


Jessi lifted her dress and exposed a buttock. “Don’t let me stop you!” So I 


brought the paddle ever so gently down on her backside. 


“We’ll leave that for your birthday party.” 


“Ts it a promise?” Jessi was enjoying herself immensely. 


“Promise.” 


As Jessi played with me a dark cloud had settled above Ruth. She was not 
going to let Jessi upscale her. She turned around and lifted her dress and 


said. “And what about me?” 


Ruth had an enormous bum. Out of the corner of my eye I spotted a black 
marker. I picked it up took off the cap and started to draw a face on her right 
buttock. Ruth was expected a whack and not a scribble but when she 
realized what I was doing she left me be. I drew a man’s face in the style of 
Matisse on one buttock and a man’s penis in the style of Matisse on the other 


one. Then I signed Henri Matiise under the face. 
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As I did this, the other women watched and chuckled. “Here let me take a 


picture.” Jessi said picking up her purse to look for her cell phone. 


Ruth dropped her dress and said “no! Is there a mirror in the bathroom?” 


My artist friend nodded and Ruth dashed off to take a look at what I had 
drawn. I leaned over and whispered to my artist friend, “I just realized it’s a 


permanent marker.” 


“I don’t think she’ll mind,” she whispered back. “Let me poor you some 


tea. I have also turned the heat on in the atelier.” 


“Great ... I might just make it through until eleven after all.” I took a cup of 
tea from my friend then sat down bundling myself up as I held the hot cup 
between my hands. The heat from the tea flowed through my body like an 
elixir. I closed my eyes and breathed deeply. 


Just then Ruth returned. She did not say anything but she did have a smile 


of sorts on her face and the dark cloud seems to have drifted away. 


“Let’s give the model a short break.” I nodded. Sophia brought me the last 


of the egg hors d’ouevre. 


“Maybe now’s a good time to bring out the cake,” my artist friend said. As 
she did this I got up and went to the bathroom and locked myself in. I could 
hear the women singing happy birthday through the bathroom door. I did 


not want to join them but felt a few minutes of quiet respite would help me 
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through the rest of the evening. I stayed in the bathroom for perhaps ten 
minutes leaning on the counter drinking my tea. Then I had a pee and 


returned to the atelier. 


The cake was half cut and eaten. It was one of those Bavarian chocolate 
cake. A cut piece was there on a paper plate with a fork. Without even 
asking whether I wanted a piece Ruth thrust it at me. I smiled and said 


“Happy Birthday” as she offered the piece of cake to me. 


“Thanks ... I am enjoying my birthday party. Thanks for coming and being 


my model.” 


I smirked when she said ‘my’. I guess she still had other plans for me later. 
I would have to think of some way of frustrating her ultimate objective. I 
could not go home with her. Ruth was so large that if she bedded me and I 
was on top of her she would snatch me up whole or if she was on top of me 
she would smother me for sure. What was I going to do? I sat nibbling on 
the birthday cake looking down at the layer upon layer of the intricate cake. 
As I looked at it, the cake became an allegory to life. As I cut through each 
layer with my fork I thought that a simple solution to my predicament had to 
present itself. Then a thought came to mind. What if her romantic intent 
were played out here in the atelier instead of at her place? I smiled. I knew 


what needed to be done. 


I set the half finished cake on the floor under my chair and finished off my 
tea. Then I stood, took off the pink robe and hung it up on its nail. I 


marched to the pedestal and mounted it. Then I just stood there waiting for 
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the women to take note. For the past few minutes the Bavarian cake had 
caught their attention. I didn’t mind this at all. It redirected their appetites 


from me. 


It was Sophia who first took up the sculptor’s knife and started on her part of 
the work. Off in the far corner both Jessi and Ruth had gotten themselves 
into a disagreement. What about I did not know, and it was my artist friend 


who was trying to break them apart. 


“You make a good model,” Sophia said to me. I could barely hear what she 


said over the ruckus in the corner. 

I put my hand to my ear. “What?” 

She repeated ...”I said you make a good model.” When they heard Sophia 
say this both Jessi and Ruth abruptly stopped their argument and the room 
went silent. 

“Isn’t it time for a wish?” I said. With this priceless words the two 
squabbling women set aside their differences and walked back to the 
sculpture. My artist friend walked over to the bucket and picked out a piece 
of paper. 


“It’s from Ruth again ... remove the loin cloth ...” 


“Not yet,” I said. “Choose another wish. 
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She chose another wish from the bucket and giggled. “This wish is from 


Sophia. She wants to hold your testicles in her hand.” 


I gave a look of surprise. Sophia looked at me with her honest blue eyes. 
Then she said “I saw Ruth write her three wishes ... I had expected the loin 
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cloth would be off by now. 


I gave out a sigh. Well, Sophia just let the cat out of the bag telling me that 
Ruth’s wishes were to see me bare. I wondered what the other women’s 
wishes were in the bucket. Sophia’s wish was a bit too bold for me, but it 


was a legitimate wish. What could I do but accede? 


“Can I ask why?” I was curious. 


“T never have held a man’s balls. I have always wanted to. They’re kind of 
funny things. Where you boys make sperm ... ” She giggled when she said 
‘sperm.’ I chuckled too because she said the word with a thick Slavic 


accent. She could lay it on thick when she wanted to. And she wanted to. 


“I won’t take off the loin cloth ... but you should be able to hold me in your 
hand.” Sophia strode forward and then stood in front of me. She had her 
back to the others who were watching her and me closely. They wondered 
what I was going to do. Ruth stepped forward then Jessi as well. My artist 
friend stayed beside the sculpture and continued working. I could see she 


was starting to work on my head. 
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The three women just stood there in front of me. Jessi just stood there 
glassy eyed and swaying. She was evidently drunk. I could feel Ruth’s 
heavy and hot breath against my stomach. As Sophia stood nearest to me I 
pulled aside the bottom of the loin cloth and they fell into view. I held the 
top of the loin cloth close to my body so that nothing else fell into view. I 
felt very warm between my legs. My testicles were responding to the sexual 


tension of the moment. 


“Look at them, they’re huge” said Ruth gleefully. Ruth was reaching for 
them when Sophia swatted her hand away. “It’s my wish. You’ll have to 
wait your turn!” Sophia reached up with her right hand and held them at the 
tip of her fingers. She was thrilled. “They are so big, and so soft.” She 
began to giggle them about with her fingers. “They’re not balls at all.” 


“They aren’t spheres if that is what you mean.” I responded. 
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“They have a different shape altogether.” She used her fingers to find their 


shape. “And they’re hanging from something.” 


“Ouch.” I flinched. “Don’t squeeze.” I reached down and touched her hand. 
“It'll hurts. The things they’re hanging from are the veins and the sperm 


ducts.” 


“So these are your family jewels.” Sophia face shone as she looked up at 


me. “You boys are so funny...” 


“I could say the same things about you girls.” I countered. 
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“Really ...” It was Jessi piping in. “In what way I may ask? Your sex is 


ridiculous and on top of it all, you have hair all over your body like a gorilla. 
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“Ridiculous!” I knew she was playing with me, so I decided to play along. 


“You think I am a gorilla?” 


“Well. You have you own banana!” The four women laughed when she said 
thisWhat she said made me feel so trivial and silly. I stood there silent with 
the four of them just mocking me. . I nearly reacted in a primal manner. I 
fought the urge to tear off my loin cloth with my own hand and swing back 
and forth like a gorilla, grunting like a primate. It would have been 
hilarious, but if I did that I would lose all respect in their eyes and then the 
evening would take a turn to the ludicrous. Perhaps this is what Jessi wanted 
me to do? Perhaps this is what she did with her husband ...me Jane, you 
gorilla? Instead I just rubbed my hand across my chest, across the curls of 


my hair. My nipples started to grow hard and the women saw that. 


“Yes, so but so beautifully ridiculous.” Jessi started to laugh. “What do you 
think about that?” 


Out numbered four to one and surrounded I still felt the need to defend what 
I am to what she is. “Sure, on a boy everything is on the outside. It all 
sticks out. That’s what a boy is all about. In a girl it’s all mysterious and 
hidden away. When a boy and a girl get together the outside meets the 


inside, pure and simple.” 
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“It’s neither pure ... and it ain’t simple ... believe me!” Jessi was enjoying 


herself. “You boys have it easy. Try pushing a baby into the world ... ha... 


“I am actually envious.” 


“Envious? You never have to have a period and bleed all over the place.” 


Jessi was getting a bit too graphic for me. 


“Yes ... but I will never bring a new life into the world either.” I looked 
straight into her eyes. I detected a sense of dignity in her. “Yes, I am very 


envious.” 

All along while Jessi and I had been jesting Sophia had continued with her 
fun. All this talk about babies had gotten me aroused. And Sophia’s 
manhandling was also beginning to tickle me. 

“They’re moving,” Sophia explained removing her hand, “all by 
themselves.” She watched them closely. “Do they have a mind of their 


own?” 


“They do. I am getting aroused ... when a man gets aroused they move 


close into the body.” 


“Then what happens?” Sophia was amused beyond words. 
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“Well ...” Jessi had a Cheshire cat smile on her face. “If he gets too aroused 
you know exactly what will happen.” I was beginning to take to Jessi not 
only because she had a great sense of humor, but because in her inebriated 


state she was all but uninhibited. . 


Sophia stepped in and said “Maybe we should arouse him and see what 


happens?” 


That was too much for Ruth. “Come on show us the rest. Take it all off.” It 


was Ruth again being impatient. 


“Sophia ... can I touch them too?” It was Jessi. 


“Ask him.” Sophia responded. 


I looked down at Jessi and shook my head. Both Ruth and Jessi got upset. 


“It was her wish!” I responded. 


As I did this Sophia brought her fingers to her nose and smelled them. 


“Mmmmm.” 


“That’s not fair!” It was Ruth acting like a spoiled child again. I could see 
she was more angry at Sophia, than she was at me. Ruth had already argued 
with Jessi and I could see her next picking a fight with Sophia and so I 


reconsidered. “Ok ... but one at a time.” 
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Ruth’s hand had my testicles in them in the blink of an eye. She was quite 
forceful and I had to tell her more than once not to be so rough with me. I 
could tell something else was going on with her because her hand started to 
move up my body. She was not merely trying to touch that part of me that 
was still hidden away. She was trying to catch it with her thumb so that she 
could drag it into view. I stepped back from Ruth. “That’s enough. You 
will have to wait a bit longer before you will see all of me.” Ruth just stood 
there with her hand in the air wondering if she should try to manhandle me 


some more. 


Jessi reached up for me. “My turn,” she said. What she did was unexpected. 
She stroked me like one would pet a cat with the back of her hand. No one 
had ever done anything like that to me before. I could tell you my knees 


went weak in a mere three seconds. 


I let out a giant sigh. “Feel’s good ehhh.” Jessi knew exactly what she was 
doing. Then as suddenly as she started, Jessi stopped and walked away 
giggling. “Don’t forget I am married and have two kids ... I know all about 
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men. 


My artist friend who had been silently watching her three friends interjected. 
“Let’s get back to the sculpture. I have started with his head.” 


Saved by the bell. I started to put myself back into my loin cloth. I suddenly 


felt very gold and rubbed my arms to warm them. 
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“If you want to step off the pedestal and wrapped yourself in a robe you can 
sit and keep yourself warm as we work on your head.” I stepped off the 
pedestal, this time wrapping myself in the green robe and then draw a chair 
to in front of the armature, put a blanket down on the floor to keep my feet 
warm and then sat, wrapping my legs in the blanket. For added measure my 
artist friend poured me another cup of tea which I drank as I sat for them. I 
warmed up slowly. Several times I looked over at the hors d’oeuvre tray 


thinking I might snag something to eat. 


Here I was dressed in nothing more than a loin cloth in a room full of randy 
women, cold and hungry and wondering ‘what the hell am I doing here?’ 
When my artist friend asked me to come and sit for this birthday party it 
seemed like a good idea at the time. But now that I have been here for half 
the night I felt differently. I was tired. I was tired of them, I was tired of the 
whole art thing. And what would I really get out of this. A piece of cake 


and much embarrassment. 


As I thought this, I looked up and saw that Sophia was studying my visage 
very closely. She had a concern written all over her face. Perhaps she was 
reading my thoughts. I looked over at the hors d’oeuvre tray and she 
followed my eyes. Then she turned and lifted the hors d’ oeuvre tray, walked 


over to me and offered me what was left on it. 


“Do you read minds?” I asked her as I picked up several of the left-overs 


and began to munch them. 


152 


Sophia had her back turned to the others. She leaned forward and 
whispered into my ear “I can see you are tired, cold and dejected.” I nodded. 


“When you are ready to leave ... I will rescue you.” I winked at her. 


“What are you two up to?” It was Ruth at it once again. I was getting rather 
tired of Ruth’s mannerisms. It was as if I had known her forever, and I 
wondered how the rest of the evening would drag out. We all now knew why 
she had no boy friend. She acted like a shrew and that would push any man 
away, even a kind-hearted one. Not even good sex, which I doubt she could 
ever deliver, could keep a man close to her, not even a casual friend with 


benefits ... 


Sophia put her hand on her shoulder. “Hold on just a little longer ... it will 
be worth your while.” I looked up at her as she said this and understood. 


She had chosen her special wish. 


Sophia walked back with the empty tray and I munched on the remnants. 
One had foie gras on it. Another had what I think was anchovy paste. The 
third one had mayonnaise with a thin slice of cucumber on it and the last of 
the four was the last remaining cracker with caviar on it. I fought the urge to 
have another piece of birthday cake. In fact I hadn’t even finished the first 
piece. The sugar would probably set me to sleep ... I had inherited all the 
bad genes in my family including a disposition to type two diabetes, 


something I was working very had to avoid. 
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The minute hand on the clock marched towards ten o’clock and another 
wish. The wish was picked from the bucket and lo and behold it was one of 


mine. “Each woman is to recount a lusty limerick ...” 


I smirked as she read my wish. “Who wants to go first?” 


“T will,” said Jessi. 


There once was a young girl named Anna 
a randy lass who liked to reveal 

with her curtains not that well drawn 

for all to see, standing bare as a fawn 


the neat trick she did with a banana ...” 


Jessi emphasized the world banana. She was so pleased with herself and 


thought her limerick all so clever. 


“Not bad. I have never heard that one. Will you write it down for me ... I 


collect bawdy limericks.” 


“Maybe later ...” Jessi was probably in not state of being to be left with a 


sharp object like of pencil. 


“Who’s next?” I looked at the other three women. 


Ruth started without being asked. “While we are on the subject of bananas, 


here is a limerick I learned in boarding school.” 
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“There was a fruit vendor from Havana ...” Ruth started. 


I smiled for she was reciting a very common and well known limerick. 


Who screwed a girl on top of a player piano 
Then at the height of her fever 
Her backside hit the start lever 


Lo and behold, there went his banana. 


Ruth started to chuckle. She ignored the others and was looking at me for 


approval. 


“Not bad ... not bad at all.” I paused for a few seconds then said, “can we 
stop talking about bananas for the moment?” I turned to look at the two 


women who were next. My artist friend ushered Sophia to go next. 


“This is one my grandfather use to recite to me in Russian when I was young 


girl.” 


“Your grandfather?” I queried. She nodded. 


There was a young girl from Cape Snog 
Who thought babies were gifts from God 
But ‘twas not the Almighty 

who one night drew up her nightie 


It was Gabriel, the archangel, from next door. 
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We all laughed. “That’s different ... and your grandfather told you this?” 


Sophia nodded. “This was my grandfather way of telling me how not to get 
into trouble. The first time he told me I was maybe five years old. He was 


giving me a bath at the time.” 


“A bath? And where was your grandmother?” I asked her. 


“My grandmother died of a heart attack when I was four. I use to take the 
train from Moscow and spend part of my summers in the Urals with my 
grandfather. It was a two day train ride. My grandfather and I were very 


close.” 


“T can see that. If you let him bathe you ... 


“He was my mother’s father. He raised two daughters, my mother and my 
aunt. I even sometimes scrubbed his back when he was taking a bath. He 
had a giant wooden tub that he would set outside in the country air ... you 
should try a bath in the wild sometime. It’s wonderful.” She smiled broadly 


as she said this. 
I could imagine the loveliness of her happiness to escape the big city and 


spend the summer time with her grandfather in the wilds of the country side. 


“Did you take the train all by yourself?” 
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Sophia nodded. “I enjoyed spending my summers with him in the Urals. 
My grandfather helped me grow up. He could always explain the things 
about life that I had a hard time understanding. My parents were always too 
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busy and were no help to me. 
“That must have been wonderful, summers in the mountains with your 
grandfather.” When I was a boy my parents sometimes sent me to the 
country for a week or two to an uncle’s farm. I grew up rather quickly as a 
result. My grandfather once told me he did the same for my father when he 
was my age. 

“Sometimes I didn’t even dress and I ran through the fields naked. He didn’t 
mind until my breasts came and I started to have my period. Then he said it 
was time to stop acting like a child. I miss the baths.” 

“Not like Heidi in the alps.” Jessi said. 

“Heidi?” Sophia answered. “Never heard of her ...” 

“You’ve never heard of Heidi?” Ruth exclaimed. 


Sophia shook her head. 


“Do you still visit your grandfather, now that you are all grown up?” I 


asked. 
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“No. I have not seen him since I came to Canada. I don’t travel much to 
Russia.” She stopped for a split second then continued but in a more somber 
tone. “Unfortunately, my grandfather died last winter. He went out of his 
house to get fire wood and got lost in a blizzard. He could not find his way 
back in the storm. He froze to death. They didn’t find him until the thaw in 


the spring.” 


“How awful.” I was surprised by the naturalness of her tone. 


“That’s the way things are in Siberia. I wondered if he had decided it was 
time to die. My mother wrote me that my grandfather knew he had lung 
cancer and that he wouldn’t last to the summer.” She stopped and the room 
went perfectly silent. We all looked at Sophia and felt sadness for her. She 
looked down at the ground. I could see she was someone who showed her 


emotions readily. 


“We still have one more limerick do we?” It was Jessi who broke the 


silence. We turned to face my artist friend. 


“Here’s one for you, with no bananas ...” 


With a man a young mother begat 
Cute triplets named Pat, Nat and Tat 
‘twas fun in the breeding, 

Tough in the birth and feeding. 


But I haven’t a spare tit for Tat! 
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We all giggled. Then Ruth turned to me and said “and you? Do you have a 


limerick for us?” 


I pushed back. “It was my wish to hear you four recite some bawdy 


limericks.” 

“Come on ...” Ruth was most insistent. 
Jessi joined in. “You must know a few.” 
“I do.” I smiled. “Ok ... here goes.” 
“There was a young Irish lad named Aenus 
The Irish lasses knew he had a big p...s 

So they all stood in line 

Each to enjoy their huge find 


But like a pencil they soon whittled him down.” 


“How silly.” It was Ruth. “How utterly silly.” The other women enjoyed 


the humor. 


“That’s what a limerick is supposed to be,” I pushed back. “Silly ... utterly 
silly.” 


“You’re not Irish are you?” Ruth quirped back. “And you don’t have a 
huge ...” 
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“Ruth!” It was my artist friend. “Behave yourself.” 


“But he doesn’t ...I’ve seen it.” 


“No you haven’t,” I pushed back. “And if you continue like acting like a 
little girl you won’t! How old are you? Three or thirty?” A sour expression 


broke across her face. 


Ruth started to cry and ran to the bathroom. My artist friend followed her. 


The rest of us just stood around. 


“She’s always been like that for as long as I have known her,” said Sophia. 


“Her boyfriends never last past two or three months,” said Jessi. 


“I can see why. Why is she so negative?” I inquired. 


“Her mother is like that. Her father left when she was three.” It was Jessi 
again. “I don’t think she has had a father figure in her life and so she 


doesn’t even begin to understand men.” 


“We try to help her understand, but she is stubborn and doesn’t listen,” 
Sophia remarked. “We are tired of introducing her to men ...” 
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“Or trying to get her laid ...” Jessi said this solemnly. “If we could find a 


man to get her pregnant then maybe she could be content with being a single 
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mom. 
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“With her attitude, where is she going to find a man to ... father her baby?” 


Sophia wondered aloud. 


“Do you think she could manage that?” I wondered aloud. “Being a single 


mother and all?” 


“Probably not.” said Jessi. “She figures all she needs is to open her legs 
wide and let someone furrow her groove, and plant their seed.” Jessi was 


looking at me intently. 


“And she figures that it will be me.” I shook my head. 


“That’s why she wants to take you home with her.” Sophia admitted. “She 
figures it is part of her birthday gift.” 


“Not interested!” I shook my head. “Not interested in the least. Get some 


other man ... not me.” 


“You need to tell her that.” Jessi blurted out, midway through a sip of her 


wine. 


“Why ... why should I have to tell her that? It’s a ridiculous belief to begin 
with to think that I would want to father a child with her. My artist friend 
asked me to come this evening to sit as an artist model, not to end up as 


someone’s male concubine.” 
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“Oh boy.” Jessi finished her wine. “Your clothes are in the bathroom aren’t 


they?” 


I nodded. 


“So we can’t make a quick get-away.” Sophia said. 


“We?” Jessi looked over at Sophia. 


“I offered to drive him home,” Sophia responded. 


“Oh Ruth will like that!” Jessi spat the words out. 


“You have two children don’t you Jessi?” She nodded. “So you know what 


being a mother is all about.” 


“Boy do I ever!” She began to pour herself another glass of wine. 


“Could you manage without your husband?” I asked. 


She shook her head. “He’s a slob and all, but he does bring home the bacon. 


I couldn’t work full time and also look after my little ones.” 


“How old are your children?” I asked. 


“My daughter is four and a half, and my son is about to turn two.” She 


smiled proudly. 
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“How do you manage?” 


“I stay home during the week and look after my two kids. I work part time 
on the weekends. My hubby looks after the children on the weekends.” 


“And Ruth does she work full time?” I asked. 

“Six days a week.” Sophia answered, “but she lives in an apartment that she 
owns and has tons of money in the bank. She inherited the apartment from a 
spinster aunt.” 

“She could be a stay at home mother ... but the issue is not finances, it’s her 
emotional state. You’re right about her acting like a child. Her mother 
never gave her the freedom to grow up. It has only been this last year that 


she has finally lived on her own.” 


I nodded my head in understanding. “So now she wants to get on with her 


life.” 


Both Jessi and Sophia nodded in agreement. 


My artist friend reappeared. “She wants to see you,” she said looking over 


at me. 


“Oh boy,” I said out loud. “I am not going in the bathroom alone with her.” 
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“You did with Sophia,” Jessi said. 

“We can trust Sophia to act like an adult,” I retorted. “You, yourselves tell 
me that Ruth acts like a child.” I looked over at my artist friend, pleading 
with my eyes. She nodded. We both walked to the bathroom and just before 


I walked through the bathroom door I pulled my robe tightly closed. 


Ruth looked up at the two of us. “I want to be alone with him.” I shook my 


head and turned to my friend and said “please stay.” 


Ruth turned to the mirror and went all flush with anger. “Don’t you trust me 


to be alone with me?” 


She looked at me in the mirror. I shook my head. 


“Why not?” Her voice was angry. 


“I think you want to jump me. I know you want a baby ...” 


She turned her head and scowled at me. “Who told you this?” 


“Your friends did,” I said emphatically. 


“My friends!” Ruth looked at my artist friend and I said “yes your friends 


Jessi and Sophia. They are worried about you..” 
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“What if I want a baby, why should that matter to them?” She took a step 


towards me. 


I sighed. “You know if a man takes a woman against her will it is called 


rape. What if a woman takes a man against his will ... what is that called?” 
“It’s different!” Ruth retorted. 

“Ts it?” I pushed back. “I came tonight here tonight because my friend 
asked me to sit as an artist’s model. If I knew I was expected to impregnate 
the birthday girl I would have stayed home.” 


Ruth started to cry. “You don’t like me!” 


Boy was this childish I thought. “No one said that ...” I tried to assuage her. 


But I was not convincing. She continued to cry. 


My artist friend tried to console her. “Perhaps I should leave.” I started to 


collect my clothes. 


Ruth realized that I meant not merely to step out of the room but to leave the 


atelier. “Please,” she said. “Don’t go.” 
My artist friend piped up, “we haven’t finished the sculpture yet. Stay for 


another hour.” I looked at her. “Please.” I scowled, nodded and set my 


clothes back down. 
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Ruth was drying her tears. 


“Let talk with Ruth alone for a few minutes.” My artist friend looked over 
at Ruth and gave her a motherly frown then left the two of us alone in the 


bathroom. 


I thought a little ‘brotherly advice’ to Ruth would be in order. “You’re still 


quite young to be a mother. What’s the rush?” 


“I am thirty!” Ruth blurted out. “I am getting old.” 


“Are you physically ready to have a baby? Have you seen your doctor and 
has he told you you’re ready to carry another life in you for nine months. 


After all, this isn’t just about you, it’s about another life too.” 


“What would you know about this.” Ruth was cutting in her words. 


“Enough ... it’s mostly about common sense. Even us dumb boys can 
understand what’s going on.” Her head shot sideways when I said dumb. I 
emphasized the word dumb to mock her. In the short time I have known her 
I knew she did not like to be mocked. Perhaps it was a mannerism her 


mother used with her. 


“I have sibling who have children. I am an uncle to these children.” 


Ruth turned to me and asked me “Do you have a girlfriend? How come you 


don’t have kids of your own?” 
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I looked at her for a few seconds trying to sort out even if I was going to 
answer her questions, let alone how I would answer them if I decided to. I 
decided two white lies are in order. “Yes I have a girl friend (in fact I was 


between commitments) and I am probably infertile (a rather big white lie).” 


She ignored the first answer and focused on the second. “Infertile?” 


“I have chronic neck and back problems. The chronic pain probably 
prevents my testicles from doing their jobs.” She did not look all that 
convinced so I continued. “Besides my doctor tells me that all the ibuprofen 
I take causes something known as hypogonadism ... a condition where 
sperm isn’t being produced. And if by chance they are being produced 
would they be healthy sperm?” 


“Oh,” her face softened. She understood what I meant by ‘would they be 
healthy?’ 


“If my chronic pain ever goes away and if I ever get off the pain killers then 


things will probably go back to normal.” 


“I see.” For the first time this evening she showed sympathy on her visage. 


“If you took me home tonight and expected me to father a child ... odds are 
I would be shooting blanks.” Again, another white lie, but is was serving its 
purpose. In fact, all this attention was causing my testicles to tingle with 


arousal. 
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“Let’s go finish the sculpture,” I leaned forward and kissed her on the cheek. 
I doffed my robe and draped it over my arm. “When you are ready come 
and tug on the ribbons.” I looked down at the ribbons when I said this, and 
so did she. 


I walked over to the door and looked back at her. She seemed a totally 
different person. She seemed not so nervous and not so insistent. “I will be 


there in a minutes. Thank you.” 


I walked back to the others and said “things are fine. She'll be back in a 


moment.” 


“You'll be staying then,” Jessi asked inquisitively. 


I nodded. “And we’ll finish the sculpture together.” 


I got up onto the pedestal and took up my pose. The women milled about 
quietly wondering what would happen when Ruth returned. They would not 


have long to wait. 


When Ruth reappeared she looked calm and composed. She stopped in front 
of me and looked up. “Doesn’t he look beautiful?” she asked. It was a 
rhetorical question and so no one responded. Without looking at anyone else 
she slowly brought her hands up to my hips. I could see her hands were 


shaking. I could feel her warmth of her hands against my hips. She looked 
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up into my eyes and I nodded and well ... with a big smile on her face she 


tugged at the ribbons and out I popped, David in all his glory. 


The other women started to clap and Ruth turned around to them proudly 


held up the loin cloth. 


“Happy Birthday,” they all said to her. I just stood there looking out into the 


distance, with the towel over my shoulder and a smile on my face. 


Ruth turned back and admired me affectionately. Her head was blocking the 
view of the others and so she knew she had me all to herself. As she marvel 
at my immodesty I could feel the throb of my heart amplified by the best of 
me. Then without saying a sound she places a warm hand on my stomach 
just above my groin and whispered “thank you ... thank you for 


understanding.” 


With those words Ruth turned around and joined her friends and together 
they crafted the most challenging parts of their sculpture of me and perhaps, 
in their eyes, the most memorable. I stood there naked and unabashed and 


wondered what women saw in the most intimate character of men. 


I understood how I viewed the intimacy of women, it was three fold, first the 
curves, and softness of them (something you don’t see in the angular 
roughness of men), second their breasts which I marvel, and envy to be 
perfectly honest, and finally there is their source de vie, those soft and 
inviting folds that snatches a man inside them and elicits the most 


remarkable ecstasy from woman and man alike. 
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Out of the blue Sophia asked me, “what are you thinking?” 


“Why do you ask?” I was curious. 


“It’s just that you are naked here in front of us and you have a calm 


expression on your face.” Sophia was honest in her asking. 


“I was wondering what the four of you possibly see in me standing as I am 
on this pedestal? The women laughed together. Their response was as if I 


had asked a joke. 


“You must be joking,” said Jessi. “My panties are wet through and through, 
and you’re making my day.” I was not surprised to hear Jessi be so candid 
for I knew she was four sheets to the wind and lacked any inhibitions. 
“Imagine how you’d feel if you were doing a sculpture and I was the one up 


there on the pedestal, bare naked.” 


I looked down at the pedestal and said “you know there is room for two up 


here.” 


“Do you want company?” I nodded, curious to see what would happen next. 
My artist friend, Ruth and Sophia all tried to dissuade her both Jessi was 
determined. She took off the smock and handed it to my artist friend, 
unbuttoned the front of her dress, stepped out of it and tossed it at Ruth. All 


Jessi had on now were her nylons, panties and shoes. She kicked off her 
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shoes and started for the pedestal. When she got to the foot of the pedestal 


she skinnied out of her nylons so that only her panties remained. 


“Sophia,” I said, “can you help her up.” Sophia stepped forward and 
grabbed Jessi by her hips and helped her up on the pedestal. There was 
barely enough room for the two of us, but there the two of us stood. I looked 
her up and down and saw a middle aged woman with a few extra pounds on 


her but still desirable in all measures. 


Jessis started to wobble a bit and so she wrapped her arms around me. “If 
we fall down, we go down together ... Oh ...” she giggled “you know what I 


mean.” 


“I think I do.” I held onto her with my left arm around her hip. Her hip was 
pressed right up against mine. “Perhaps you should keep your panties on, 


for modesty’s sake.” 

“Hell no ...” she started to work them off her hips with her left hand. 

“Won’t your hubby get angry?” I asked diplomatically. 

“He’ll never know will he?” She looked up into my eyes as she said this. 
Then she turned and looked at her friends, “ ... because no one will tell 
him.” Then she kicked her panties across the room with her left foot. We 


nearly fell off the pedestal as she did this. 


“Careful now ...” I had to steady the both of us. 
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“There. That’s better.” She smiled warmly as she said this. “I like you. 


You are the most beautiful man I have ever seen.” 


I decided to humor her and parroted back, “I like you too. You are one the 


most beautiful women I have ever seen.” 


“You don’t think I am too fat.” 


I shook my head. 


“You don’t think my breasts sag too much?” 


I looked down at her beautiful breasts and shook my head a second time. 


She leaned forward and kissed me on the cheek. “Where were you ten years 


ago when I was looking?” 


“Still in high school ...” 


“Boy ... you’re young,” she said loud enough for everyone to hear. Then 


she whispered into my ear, ‘do you have a girl friend?” 


I understood what she was asking me and so I leaned forward and whispered 


into her ear “not at the present time, what do you have in mind?” 


She whispered “don’t forget to leave me your telephone number ...” 
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“What are you too misfits up to?” It was Ruth once again the birthday girl. 


Jessi glared at Ruth and said “he’s a naught boy. He’s talking dirty to me.” 


I pushed back and said “she started it.” Together both Jessi and I laughed to 
our own private joke. Then Jessi stepped in front of me on the pedestal so 
that the best of me was touching the best of her. She whispered into my ear 


“doing something next Saturday lunchtime?” 


I whispered into her ear “I take it you have plans for us.” She nodded. 


“I wonder if one of us should get off the pedestal before we both topple off.” 


Jessi started to step back down the pedestal holding closely to me as she did 
this. I had to work hard to keep both of us from tumbling off. As her lips 
passed my intimate place she placed a kiss on the best of me so carefully that 
only she and I knew she had done this. Oh my god, I thought. I now 
understood why she had drunk so much. She wanted a reason to get crazy 
and connect with me. I had gotten an angle on why Sophia craved intimacy, 


and also why Ruth did. Now I wondered why Jessi craved intimacy. 


I imagine it was not unheard of for a wife to lose interest in her husband 
after the birth of their children. Perhaps it had something to do with the pain 
and personal suffering a mother goes through when she gives birth to a 
child. Pushing a big baby out of a small orifice sounds like anguish. 


Perhaps it is because of the long hours of changing diapers and breast 
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feeding and the worry when the little one is not well. Having babies must 
drive a wedge between woman and man, mother and father, wife and 
husband. It must also profoundly change the sexuality of the woman. 

I could see Jessi wanting to be fancy free again. I could also see her wanting 


to be reminded how incredibly beautiful she is. Her home was perhaps no 


longer the place for such tributes. Sad I thought. 

“There you are being philosophical again.” It was Sophia who said this. I 
looked down and saw the three women helping Jessi back into her clothes. 
“What were you thinking?” 


Jessi looked up at me as Sophia asked. 


I smiled. I could not tell them the truth could I. So I decided to tell them my 


theory of Genesis. “Do you know why God created woman after man?” 


“No ... I don’t,” Sophia said. 


“She learned from her mistakes ... and won an award for the creation of 


woman.” 


“You are a real philosopher,” sniggered Jessi. 


“So you are a mistake?” Ruth exclaimed. 


“Born on a wednesday morning. You tell me.” 
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“Everything looks perfect where I am standing,” responded Jessi. “What a 
view. Can I take you home and set you up in my living room, 
permanently?” 


“Won’t your kids be offended?” I teased her. 


“They’re too young to know any better. Besides my daughter and son share 


their baths together. It’s not as if they haven’t seen it all.” 


“You’re husband would probably get out the garden snips.” I continued 


with the tease. 


“You know ... I think he would!” Jessi made a pair of snips with her fingers 


and said “snip ... snip... snip ...” 

I covered myself with my hands. 

“Awww ... it’s a bit late to get bashful isn’t it,” Ruth said. 

I left my hands where they were. “Let’s finish off the sculpture. I am getting 
cold and all this drama is tiring me out.” The four women walked back to 
the sculpture and only when they had picked up their tools and began to 


work did I uncover myself. 


“I don’t remember David being so prominent,” Ruth joked. 
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I decided to tell her why. “The thought of snip ... snip ... snip is a 


subconscious arousal for men. Just the thought is enough to elicit a want to 


have one last moment of ecstasy ... before being robbed of it forever.” 


“Aha ....” Jessi said. “That explains it.” 


“Explains what?” After asking I suddenly regretted I had. 


“My husband now likes to be tied down and well ...” 


“Well what ..” Ruth asked her. 


“Be cuckolded ...” Jessi said. 


“Cuckolded?” Ruth asked. Even I did not know what that meant. 


“He wants me to tie his balls up and that arouses him so much it’s like a 
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champagne bottle popping its cork ... but ...” I smiled, for I now 


understood what it meant. 


“but what?” Ruth asked. 


“He doesn’t mind that its killing his sperm ...” Jessi said dejectedly. “He 


says two kids are enough.” 


I had to ask. “And what do you think ...” 
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“Huh?” 

“About two are enough ...” I looked at her. 

“T like being a mother ...” It was an enigmatic response. “I don’t really want 
to have sex anymore with my husband. He’s gotten a bit too weird for me in 


bed.” 


“Maybe we should leave things at that,” Sophia interjected. I smiled. Yes, I 
think we should, I thought looking at Jessi, for now at least. 


For a few minutes there was quiet in the room. They were busy trying to 
sculpt that part of me that was soft and intricate. I tried to think of 


something else and not on what they were doing. 


In perhaps another five more minutes my artist friend set down her sculpting 


tool and said “voila, c’est fini!” 
I did not ask for permission but merely stepped off the pedestal and put on 
my robe. Then I walked over to the sculpture and smiled. It was finished 


and it looked very much like me. 


“It’s wonderful,” I said. “Happy Birthday Ruth.” I leaned forward and 


kissed her on the cheek and the other women followed suit. 


“I think I will go get dressed now.” 


177 


“Don’t duck out the back door,” said Jessi. 


“I won’t.” I said back. 


Ruth stepped forward and gave me a big hug pressing her breasts against 


me. “Thank you for being our model.” I smiled when I heard her say ‘our.’ 


When she let me go I said “while I am next door you might want to put your 


bras back on ... or not.” 


The women looked at each other and shook their heads, giggling together. 


My artist friend said, “despite a few little dramas, this evening turned out 


good at the end.” 


“It did, didn’t it. If you want me to sit for another birthday party just ask.” I 


said warmly. 


“You would do that?’ Jessi retorted. 


“For you, my artistic wench ... I would do anything.” When I called her a 


wench her face went bright red. 


“Now look what you have done. I am blushing like a young school girl.” 


“Do I have that effect on you?” She nodded her response. “I am glad.” 
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I turned and walked to the bathroom, closed the door behind me and started 
to dress. I took my time. I was not in a hurry, to be perfectly frank. I 
wanted my artist friend to wrap the sculpture up and help walk it to Ruth’s 
car. I also wanted Jessi to catch a ride with Ruth so that it freed Sophia 
entirely for the rest of the evening. I still owed Sophia her unique wish and I 


didn’t want anyone else to find that out. 


In my heart I knew Ruth would be content to go home with her sculpture 
instead of with me. I had made it clear to her she cannot have me — that I am 
not a male concubine. Ruth could probably handle this night alone now that 


her birthday party has been such a success. 


There was a knock at the door. “Are you coming out?” It was my artist 
friend. I opened the door wide and nodded. “They want to thank you for 


being our model.” 


I followed her back into the atelier. The four women were waiting for me. 
They let Ruth go first. She stepped forward and gave me a big hug. “Thank 
you.” Since she had not put her bra back on when she pressed against me I 
could feel the fullness of her bosom. She would have no trouble feeding her 
babies I thought ... now if only she could find a man and settle down. “Will 


I see you again?” 
“It’s a small world ... “ I did not want to say more lest she ask me for my 


telephone number. “Our friend here,” I pointed to my artist friend, “knows 


how to get in touch with me.” 
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I said this loud enough for the four of them to hear, including Jessi who I 
know wanted my number. But I did not even want to give it to her, for some 
reason. I had seen her drunk, I figured I needed to see her sober to see if I 
could trust her to be my friend. Ruth stepped back to let Jessi give me a hug. 
Jessi sort of stumbled forward and fell into my arms. “The second time you 
have saved me from toppling over.” I lifted her up and she gave me a big 
hug too. I had seen her breasts and were surprised that in the viewing they 
seemed larger than in the hugging. Mental note to myself — size is relative 


to the perceiving. 


In her own way Jessi was trying to entice me to be her friend. She 


whispered “my number is 604 — 929-4231 ... what’s yours?” 


I looked at her directly. “When is your birthday?” I whispered to her. 


She looked at me and understood immediately. “In a month and a bit ... 


“Well then let’s meet here again in a month and a bit shall we?” 


Jessi nodded. “Ruth’s driving her home,” my artist friend said almost as if 


she was reading my mind. 


“That’s good. Let me help you clean up?” I said this as a way of pushing 
Ruth and Jessi on their way and it worked. In less than a minute they were 


out the door and on their way. 


“That was clever,” Sophia said. 
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“I have my moments.” I quirped back. I started to pick up some of the 


refuse and throw it into the garbage can. 


“Yes he does ...” said my artist friend. “You made Ruth very happy today 


and will make Jessi an excellent birthday surprise ...” 

“Some surprise,” Sophia retorted. 

“Sophia, trust me, Jessi will be counting down the days to her ‘surprise’ 
birthday party,” my artist friend said in annoyance. “Don’t you see how 
unhappy she is?” 


Sophia nodded. You’re right.” 


“I can finish cleaning up.” My artist friend said. “Sophia says she will drive 


you home.” 


I nodded and gave my artist friend a good night hug. “This was lots of fun.” 


“I can interpret that in many ways. I think there was at least times this 


evening when I figured — that’s it, he’s leaving.” 


“Yes ... at least three times. But I hung in.” 


More like hung out,” Sophia giggled as she said this. I smiled and nodded to 


her. 
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Then I sighed. I was suddenly tired ... very tired. I was also hungry enough 


to eat ahorse. “I should have eaten something before I came.” 


“We can stop somewhere to pick you up something to eat when I drive you 


home.” Sophia was being generous. 


“I have some left overs from dinner yesterday that I can heat up and munch 


on.” I was too tired to even want to stop to eat. 


“Better go then.” My artist friend ushered us to the door. “It’s getting late.” 


She then said something in Russian to Sophia. 


I was curious and raised my eyebrows. “I told her to take you right home ... 


and to not be foolish.” 


“Foolish?” 


“Foolish,” she harped back. 


I looked at Sophia and shrugged my shoulders then let her go first through 


the door. 


“Call me tomorrow,” my artist friend said as we stepped into the dark night. 


The atelier was on a quiet side street a block over from a busy intersection. 


There was a street light at opposite corners of the side streets. I walked 
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silently beside Sophia as we walked to her car. It was parked across the 


street one block over. 


I got curious. “Why did you park so far from the atelier?” 


“I didn’t want my ex to know that I was there.” 


“He’s being a problem is he?” I was silly asking, for it was evident in her 


need to be so discrete. 


“Even if we have broken up, he would still go through the roof seeing me in 
a room with a naked man.” Sophia’s voice was deadpan. “I figured since he 
did not see my car he figured I wasn’t in the atelier. I have been stopping by 


for tea and conversation.” 


We got to her car. It was not what I expected. It was a bright red late model 
VW beetle from the 1980’s. She unlocked the doors and we got in. I had to 
fold myself nearly in half to get through the door but found there was 


enough comfortable room for me once I was seated. 


She started the car and it coughed without starting. He let it sit for five 
seconds and tried again. It almost caught. She let it sit for a few seconds 
more and on the third turn of the key the little beetle sprung into life. It 
rattled like an old washing machine. She slip the car into reverse and back 
her up, then put her into first gear and guided us skillfully out form the curb 
and into the street. Then she accelerated around a left hand turn screeching 


the tires as she did this. 


183 


“Wow can you drive.” I was impressed. 


“My grandfather taught me how to drive. He also taught me how to fix cars 
too. He had been a mechanic in the Red Army Air force during the Great 
Patriotic War.” You can sense the pride in her voice. “He worked for the 


Trans-Siberian Railway for over forty years after the war.” 


“Must have been a very interesting person your grandfather.” I said this 
trying not to sound scared for she had accelerated to over 100 kilometers per 


hour down the back street. “What’s the rush?” 


“You must be very tired.” Sophia looked over at me as she said this. 


“Keep your eyes on the road Sophia!” I tried to hide the panic in my voice 
but I knew I hadn’t. “I don’t have to get up early tomorrow and so I can stay 


up late!” 


She eased back on the accelerator. “That’s better.” She took a close right 
turn and in half a block we were at a busy cross street. Without coming to a 
full stop she glanced both ways and threaded us across the street and going 
west bound in a wide sweeping left turn. I closed my eyes as she did this. I 


just could not watch. 


The fact that I am sharing this story with you means that I survived the drive 


home with Sophia, into the downtown, across the Lions Gate Bridge and 
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onto the North Shore. I did not engage her in conversation while she drove 


me thinking that it would be safer if she concentrated entirely on her driving. 


Instead I turned on the radio and put some relaxing music on. “That’s 
terrible she said,” taking her eyes off the road and a hand off the steering 
wheel as she struggled to find good music. While she did this we drove a 
Chinese lead line across two lanes of westbound traffic. Thank god at this 
time of night there was not much traffic going either way on Taylor Way. 
She found some classical music and turned her attention back onto her 
driving. Then she gunned it and we raced up Taylor Way, in the process 


probably waking sleepers for miles around. 


“This is some car you have here.” 


She turned and smiled. “You like her do you?” 


“Keep your eyes on the road ... we'll be turning left at the lights.” I waited 


a second before saying. “The car has character just like its owner.” 


“She keeps on breaking down and I keep on fixing her. My car is sort of 


like a reflection on my life.” 


“That it has lots of spirit?” I thought something uplifting would be best said. 


She turned and I could see tears welling in her eyes. “I knew there was 


something special about you.” 
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“What’s that?” 

“You have a kind heart.” She said this choking back emotion. We were 
merging on the high way and so she had to turn away and look over her left 
shoulder. “I like you,” she said without looking at me. 


“I like you too,” I said in return. 


We were now on the Trans Canada highway going West. “Can I ask you 


something?” 


“Sure ... anything.” 


“What is you special wish?” 


She turned and looked at me. “There is something about you that reminds 


me of my grandfather ...” 


“Really!” 


“Yes ... you have a kind heart just like he did. And you respect and admire 


the beauty of things.” 


“So I am told ... so what is your wish?” I was now very curious. 


She didn’t look at me when she said her wish. Maybe she was worried I 


would say no. 
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“It’s been a long time since I let someone scrub my back ... and since 


someone let me scrub theirs.” 


I did not say a word but just leaned over and kissed her on the cheek. 
Sophia looked over at me and I nodded. I could see in the dull traffic light 


that tears of happiness began to stream down her face. 

Spaciba ... Spaciba 

She fell asleep around one in the morning in my arms smelling of bath salts 
and roses and dreaming of Siberian meadows. When I awoke next morning, 
it was to the sound of her beetle firing up. 

There was a little note on the night table with a heart and her telephone 


number. I called her later that afternoon and we have been very close 


friends ever since. 
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Pictorial: Anyuta and her alter Ego 
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What is the Mechanism of Collage by Max Ernst (1936) 


A ready-made reality, whose naive destination has the air of having been 
fixed, once and for all (a canoe), finding itself in the presence of another and 
hardly less absurd reality (a vacuum cleaner), in a place where both of them 
must feel displaced (a forest), will, by this very fact, escape to its naive 
destination and to its identity; it will pass from its false absolute, through a 
series of relative values, into a new absolute value, true and poetic: canoe 
and vacuum cleaner will make love. The mechanism of collage, it seems to 
me, is revealed by this very simple example. The complete transmutation, 
followed by a pure act, as that of love, will make itself known naturally 
every time the conditions are rendered favorable by the given facts: the 
coupling of two realities, irreconcilable in appearance, upon a plane which 


apparently does not suit them.... 


One rainy day in 1919, finding myself in a village on the Rhine, I was struck 
by the obsession which held under my gaze the pages of an illustrated 
catalogue showing objects designed for anthropologic, microscopic, 
psychologic, mineralogic, and paleontologic demonstration. There I found 
brought together elements of figuration so remote that the sheer absurdity of 
that collection provoked a sudden intensification of the visionary faculties in 
me and brought forth an illusive succession of contradictory images, double, 
triple, and multiple images, piling up on each other with the persistence and 


rapidity which are peculiar to love memories and visions of half-sleep. 
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These visions called themselves new planes, because of their meeting in a 
new unknown (the plane of non-agreement). It was enough at that time to 
embellish these catalogue pages, in painting or drawing, and thereby in 
gently reproducing only that which saw itself in me, a color, a pencil mark, a 
landscape foreign to the represented objects, the desert, a tempest, a 
geological cross-section, a floor, a single straight line signifying the 
horizon...thus I obtained a faithful fixed image of my hallucination and 
transformed into revealing dramas my most secret desires—from what had 


been before only some banal pages of advertising. 
Under the title "La Mise sous Whisky-Marin" I assembled and exhibited in 


Paris (May 1920) the first results obtained by this procedure, from the 
Phallustrade to The Wet Nurse of the Stars. 
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The Maison Tellier by Guy de Maupassant (1881) 


They went there every evening about eleven o'clock, just as they would go to 
the club. Six or eight of them; always the same set, not fast men, but 
respectable tradesmen, and young men in government or some other employ, 
and they would drink their Chartreuse, and laugh with the girls, or else talk 
seriously with Madame Tellier, whom everybody respected, and then they 
would go home at twelve o'clock! The younger men would sometimes stay 


later. 


It was a small, comfortable house painted yellow, at the corner of a street 
behind Saint Etienne's Church, and from the windows one could see the 
docks full of ships being unloaded, the big salt marsh, and, rising beyond it, 
the Virgin's Hill with its old gray chapel. 


Madame Tellier, who came of a respectable family of peasant proprietors in 
the Department of the Eure, had taken up her profession, just as she would 
have become a milliner or dressmaker. The prejudice which is so violent and 
deeply rooted in large towns, does not exist in the country places in 


Normandy. 
The peasant says: 
“It is a paying-business,” and he sends his daughter to keep an establishment 


of this character just as he would send her to keep a girls’ school. 
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She had inherited the house from an old uncle, to whom it had belonged. 
Monsieur and Madame Tellier, who had formerly been innkeepers near 
Yvetot, had immediately sold their house, as they thought that the business 
at Fecamp was more profitable, and they arrived one fine morning to assume 
the direction of the enterprise, which was declining on account of the 
absence of the proprietors. They were good people enough in their way, and 


soon made themselves liked by their staff and their neighbors. 


Monsieur died of apoplexy two years later, for as the new place kept him in 
idleness and without any exercise, he had grown excessively stout, and his 
health had suffered. Since she had been a widow, all the frequenters of the 
establishment made much of her; but people said that, personally, she was 
quite virtuous, and even the girls in the house could not discover anything 
against her. She was tall, stout and affable, and her complexion, which had 
become pale in the dimness of her house, the shutters of which were scarcely 
ever opened, shone as if it had been varnished. She had a fringe of curly 
false hair, which gave her a juvenile look, that contrasted strongly with the 
ripeness of her figure. She was always smiling and cheerful, and was fond of 
a joke, but there was a shade of reserve about her, which her occupation had 
not quite made her lose. Coarse words always shocked her, and when any 
young fellow who had been badly brought up called her establishment a hard 


name, she was angry and disgusted. 
In a word, she had a refined mind, and although she treated her women as 


friends, yet she very frequently used to say that “she and they were not made 


of the same stuff.” 
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Sometimes during the week she would hire a carriage and take some of her 
girls into the country, where they used to enjoy themselves on the grass by 
the side of the little river. They were like a lot of girls let out from school, 
and would run races and play childish games. They had a cold dinner on the 
grass, and drank cider, and went home at night with a delicious feeling of 
fatigue, and in the carriage they kissed Madame' Tellier as their kind mother, 


who was full of goodness and complaisance. 


The house had two entrances. At the corner there was a sort of tap-room, 
which sailors and the lower orders frequented at night, and she had two girls 
whose special duty it was to wait on them with the assistance of Frederic, a 
short, light-haired, beardless fellow, as strong as a horse. They set the half 
bottles of wine and the jugs of beer on the shaky marble tables before the 


customers, and then urged the men to drink. 


The three other girls—there were only five of them—formed a kind of 
aristocracy, and they remained with the company on the first floor, unless 
they were wanted downstairs and there was nobody on the first floor. The 
salon de Jupiter, where the tradesmen used to meet, was papered in blue, and 
embellished with a large drawing representing Leda and the swan. The room 
was reached by a winding staircase, through a narrow door opening on the 
street, and above this door a lantern inclosed in wire, such as one still sees in 


some towns, at the foot of the shrine of some saint, burned all night long. 


The house, which was old and damp, smelled slightly of mildew. At times 
there was an odor of eau de Cologne in the passages, or sometimes from a 


half-open door downstairs the noisy mirth of the common men sitting and 
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drinking rose to the first floor, much to the disgust of the gentlemen who 
were there. Madame Tellier, who was on friendly terms with her customers, 
did not leave the room, and took much interest in what was going on in the 
town, and they regularly told her all the news. Her serious conversation was 
a change from the ceaseless chatter of the three women; it was a rest from 
the obscene jokes of those stout individuals who every evening indulged in 
the commonplace debauchery of drinking a glass of liqueur in company with 


common women. 


The names of the girls on the first floor were Fernande, Raphaele, and Rosa, 
the Jade. As the staff was limited, madame had endeavored that each 
member of it should be a pattern, an epitome of the feminine type, so that 
every customer might find as nearly as possible the realization of his ideal. 
Fernande represented the handsome blonde; she was very tall, rather fat, and 
lazy; a country girl, who could not get rid of her freckles, and whose short, 
light, almost colorless, tow-like hair, like combed-out hemp, barely covered 


her head. 


Raphaele, who came from Marseilles, played the indispensable part of the 
handsome Jewess, and was thin, with high cheekbones, which were covered 
with rouge, and black hair covered with pomatum, which curled on her 
forehead. Her eyes would have been handsome, if the right one had not had 
a speck in it. Her Roman nose came down over a square jaw, where two 


false upper teeth contrasted strangely with the bad color of the rest. 


Rosa was a little roll of fat, nearly all body, with very short legs, and from 


morning till night she sang songs, which were alternately risque or 
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sentimental, in a harsh voice; told silly, interminable tales, and only stopped 
talking in order to eat, and left off eating in order to talk; she was never still, 
and was active as a squirrel, in spite of her embonpoint and her short legs; 
her laugh, which was a torrent of shrill cries, resounded here and there, 
ceaselessly, in a bedroom, in the loft, in the cafe, everywhere, and all about 


nothing. 


The two women on the ground floor, Lodise, who was nicknamed La 
Cocotte, and Flora, whom they called Balancoise, because she limped a 
little, the former always dressed as the Goddess of Liberty, with a tri-colored 
sash, and the other as a Spanish woman, with a string of copper coins in her 
carroty hair, which jingled at every uneven step, looked like cooks dressed 
up for the carnival. They were like all other women of the lower orders, 


neither uglier nor better looking than they usually are. 


They looked just like servants at an inn, and were generally called “the two 


pumps.” 


A jealous peace, which was, however, very rarely disturbed, reigned among 
these five women, thanks to Madame Tellier's conciliatory wisdom, and to 
her constant good humor, and the establishment, which was the only one of 
the kind in the little town, was very much frequented. Madame Tellier had 
succeeded in giving it such a respectable appearance, she was so amiable 
and obliging to everybody, her good heart was so well known, that she was 
treated with a certain amount of consideration. The regular customers spent 
money on her, and were delighted when she was especially friendly toward 


them, and when they met during the day, they would say: “Until this 
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evening, you know where,” just as men say: “At the club, after dinner.” In a 
word, Madame Tellier's house was somewhere to go to, and they very rarely 


missed their daily meetings there. 


One evening toward the end of May, the first arrival, Monsieur Poulin, who 
was a timber merchant, and had been mayor, found the door shut. The 
lantern behind the grating was not alight; there was not a sound in the house; 
everything seemed dead. He knocked, gently at first, but then more loudly, 
but nobody answered the door. Then he went slowly up the street, and when 
he got to the market place he met Monsieur Duvert, the gunmaker, who was 
going to the same place, so they went back together, but did not meet with 
any better success. But suddenly they heard a loud noise, close to them, and 
on going round the house, they saw a number of English and French sailors, 


who were hammering at the closed shutters of the taproom with their fists. 


The two tradesmen immediately made their escape, but a low “Pst!” stopped 
them; it was Monsieur Tournevau, the fish curer, who had recognized them, 
and was trying to attract their attention. They told him what had happened, 
and he was all the more annoyed, as he was a married man and father of a 
family, and only went on Saturdays. That was his regular evening, and now 


he should be deprived of this dissipation for the whole week. 


The three men went as far as the quay together, and on the way they met 
young Monsieur Philippe, the banker's son, who frequented the place 
regularly, and Monsieur Pinipesse, the collector, and they all returned to the 
Rue aux Juifs together, to make a last attempt. But the exasperated sailors 


were besieging the house, throwing stones at the shutters, and shouting, and 
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the five first-floor customers went away as quickly as possible, and walked 


aimlessly about the streets. 


Presently they met Monsieur Dupuis, the insurance agent, and then 
Monsieur Vasse, the Judge of the Tribunal of Commerce, and they took a 
long walk, going to the pier first of all, where they sat down in a row on the 
granite parapet and watched the rising tide, and when the promenaders had 


sat there for some time, Monsieur Tournevau said: 


“This is not very amusing!” 


“Decidedly not,” Monsieur Pinipesse replied, and they started off to walk 


again. 


After going through the street alongside the hill, they returned over the 
wooden bridge which crosses the Retenue, passed close to the railway, and 
came out again on the market place, when, suddenly, a quarrel arose 
between Monsieur Pinipesse, the collector, and Monsieur Tournevau about 
an edible mushroom which one of them declared he had found in the 


neighborhood. 


As they were out of temper already from having nothing to do, they would 
very probably have come to blows, if the others had not interfered. Monsieur 
Pinipesse went off furious, and soon another altercation arose between the 
ex-mayor, Monsieur Poulin, and Monsieur Dupuis, the insurance agent, on 
the subject of the tax collector's salary and the profits which he might make. 


Insulting remarks were freely passing between them, when a torrent of 
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formidable cries was heard, and the body of sailors, who were tired of 
waiting so long outside a closed house, came into the square. They were 
walking arm in arm, two and two, and formed a long procession, and were 
shouting furiously. The townsmen hid themselves in a doorway, and the 
yelling crew disappeared in the direction of the abbey. For a long time they 
still heard the noise, which diminished like a storm in the distance, and then 
silence was restored. Monsieur Poulin and Monsieur Dupuis, who were 
angry with each other, went in different directions, without wishing each 


other good-by. 


The other four set off again, and instinctively went in the direction of 
Madame Tellier's establishment, which was still closed, silent, impenetrable. 
A quiet, but obstinate drunken man was knocking at the door of the lower 
room, antd then stopped and called Frederic, in a low voice, but finding that 
he got no answer, he sat down on the doorstep, and waited the course of 


events. 


The others were just going to retire, when the noisy band of sailors 
reappeared at the end of the street. The French sailors were shouting the 
“Marseillaise,” and the Englishmen “Rule Britannia.” There was a general 
lurching against the wall, and then the drunken fellows went on their way 
toward the quay, where a fight broke out between the two nations, in the 
course of which an Englishman had his arm broken and a Frenchman his 


nose split. 


The drunken man who had waited outside the door, was crying by that time, 


as drunken men and children cry when they are vexed, and the others went 
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away. By degrees, calm was restored in the noisy town; here and there, at 
moments, the distant sound of voices could be heard, and then died away in 


the distance. 


One man only was still wandering about, Monsieur Tournevau, the fish 
curer, who was annoyed at having to wait until the following Saturday, and 
he hoped something would turn up, he did not know what; but he was 
exasperated at the police for thus allowing an establishment of such public 


utility, which they had under their control, to be closed. 


He went back to it and examined the walls, trying to find out some reason, 
and on the shutter he saw a notice stuck up. He struck a wax match and read 
the following, in a large, uneven hand: “Closed on account of the 


Confirmation.” 


Then he went away, as he saw it was useless to remain, and left the drunken 


man lying on the pavement fast asleep, outside that inhospitable door. 

The next day, all the regular customers, one after the other, found some 
reason for going through the street, with a bundle of papers under their arm 
to keep them in countenance, and with a furtive glance they all read that 
mysterious notice: 


“Closed on account of the Confirmation.” 


II 
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Madame Tellier had a brother, who was a carpenter in their native place, 
Virville, in the Department of Eure. When she still kept the inn at Yvetot, 
she had stood godmother to that brother's daughter, who had received the 
name of Constance—Constance Rivet; she herself being a Rivet on her 
father's side. The carpenter, who knew that his sister was in a good position, 
did not lose sight of her, although they did not meet often, for they were both 
kept at home by their occupations, and lived a long way from each other. 
But as the girl was twelve years old, and going to be confirmed, he seized 
that opportunity to write to his sister, asking her to come and be present at 
the ceremony. Their old parents were dead, and as she could not well refuse 
her goddaughter, she accepted the invitation. Her brother, whose name was 
Joseph, hoped that by dint of showing his sister attention, she might be 
induced to make her will in the girl's favor, as she had no children of her 


own. 


His sister's occupation did not trouble his scruples in the least, and, besides, 
nobody knew anything about it at Virville. When they spoke of her, they 
only said: “Madame Tellier is living at Fecamp,” which might mean that she 
was living on her own private income. It was quite twenty leagues from 
Fecamp to Virville, and for a peasant, twenty leagues on land is as long a 
journey as crossing the ocean would be to city people. The people at Virville 
had never been further than Rouen, and nothing attracted the people from 
Fecamp to a village of five hundred houses in the middle of a plain, and 
situated in another department; at any rate, nothing was known about her 


business. 
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But the Confirmation was coming on, and Madame Tellier was in great 
embarrassment. She had no substitute, and did not at all care to leave her 
house, even for a day; for all the rivalries between the girls upstairs and 
those downstairs would infallibly break out. No doubt Frederic would get 
drunk, and when he was in that state, he would knock anybody down for a 
mere word. At last, however, she made up her mind to take them all with 
her, with the exception of the man, to whom she gave a holiday until the 


next day but one. 


When she asked her brother, he made no objection, but undertook to put 
them all up for a night, and so on Saturday morning the eight-o'clock express 
carried off Madame Tellier and her companions in a second-class carriage. 
As far as Beuzeville they were alone, and chattered like magpies, but at that 
station a couple got in. The man, an old peasant, dressed in a blue blouse 
with a turned-down collar, wide sleeves tight at the wrist, ornamented with 
white embroidery, wearing an old high hat with long nap, held an enormous 
green umbrella in one hand, and a large basket in the other, from which the 
heads of three frightened ducks protruded. The woman, who sat up stiffly in 
her rustic finery, had a face like a fowl, with a nose that was as pointed as a 
bill. She sat down opposite her husband and did not stir, as she was startled 


at finding herself in such smart company. 


There was certainly an array of striking colors in the carriage. Madame 
Tellier was dressed in blue silk from head to foot, and had on a dazzling red 
imitation French cashmere shawl. Fernande was puffing in a Scotch plaid 
dress, of which her companions had laced the bodice as tight as they could, 


forcing up her full bust, that was continually heaving up and down. 
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Raphaele, with a bonnet covered with feathers, so that it looked like a bird's 
nest, had on a lilac dress with gold spots on it, and there was something 
Oriental about it that suited her Jewish face. Rosa had on a pink skirt with 
largo flounces, and looked like a very fat child, an obese dwarf; while the 
two Pumps looked as if they had cut their dresses out of old flowered 


curtains dating from the Restoration. 


As soon as they were no longer alone in the compartment, the ladies put on 
staid looks, and began to talk of subjects which might give others a high 
opinion of them. But at Bolbeck a gentleman with light whiskers, a gold 
chain, and wearing two or three rings, got in, and put several parcels 
wrapped in oilcloth on the rack over his head. He looked inclined for a joke, 


and seemed a good-hearted fellow. 

“Are you ladies changing your quarters?” he said, and that question 
embarrassed them all considerably. Madame Tellier, however, quickly 
regained her composure, and said sharply, to avenge the honor of her corps: 


“I think you might try and be polite!” 


He excused himself, and said: “I beg your pardon, I ought to have said your 


nunnery.” 


She could not think of a retort, so, perhaps thinking she had said enough, 


madame gave him a dignified bow and compressed her lips. 
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Then the gentleman, who was sitting between Rosa and the old peasant, 
began to wink knowingly at the ducks whose heads were sticking out of the 
basket, and when he felt that he had fixed the attention of his public, he 
began to tickle them under the bills and spoke funnily to them to make the 


company smile. 


“We have left our little pond, quack! quack! to make the acquaintance of the 


little spit, quack! quack!” 


The unfortunate creatures turned their necks away, to avoid his caresses, and 
made desperate efforts to get out of their wicker prison, and then, suddenly, 
all at once, uttered the most lamentable quacks of distress. The women 
exploded with laughter. They leaned forward and pushed each other, so as to 
see better; they were very much interested in the ducks, and the gentleman 


redoubled his airs, his wit and his teasing. 


Rosa joined in, and leaning over her neighbor's legs, she kissed the three 
animals on the head, and immediately all the girls wanted to kiss them, in 
turn, and as they did so the gentleman took them on his knee, jumped them 
up and down and pinched their arms. The two peasants, who were even in 
greater consternation than their poultry, rolled their eyes as if they were 
possessed, without venturing to move, and their old wrinkled faces had not a 


smile, not a twitch. 


Then the gentleman, who was a commercial traveller, offered the ladies 
suspenders by way of a joke, and taking up one of his packages, he opened 


it. It was a joke, for the parcel contained garters. There were blue silk, pink 
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silk, red silk, violet silk, mauve silk garters, and the buckles were made of 
two gilt metal cupids embracing each other. The girls uttered exclamations 
of delight and looked at them with that gravity natural to all women when 
they are considering an article of dress. They consulted one another by their 
looks or in a whisper, and replied in the same manner, and Madame Tellier 
was longingly handling a pair of orange garters that were broader and more 
imposing looking than the rest; really fit for the mistress of such an 


establishment. 

The gentleman waited, for he had an idea. 

“Come, my kittens,” he said, “you must try them on.” 

There was a torrent of exclamations, and they squeezed their petticoats 
between their legs, but he quietly waited his time and said: “Well, if you will 


not try them on I shall pack them up again.” 


And he added cunningly: “I offer any pair they like to those who will try 


them on.” 


But they would not, and sat up very straight and looked dignified. 


But the two Pumps looked so distressed that he renewed his offer to them, 


and Flora, especially, visibly hesitated, and he insisted: “Come, my dear, a 


little courage! Just look at that lilac pair; it will suit your dress admirably.” 
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That decided her, and pulling up her dress she showed a thick leg fit for a 
milkmaid, in a badly fitting, coarse stocking. The commercial traveller 
stooped down and fastened the garter. When he had done this, he gave her 


the lilac pair and asked: “Who next?” 


“I! I!” they all shouted at once, and he began on Rosa, who uncovered a 
shapeless, round thing without any ankle, a regular “sausage of a leg,” as 


Raphaele used to say. 


Lastly, Madame Tellier herself put out her leg, a handsome, muscular 
Norman leg, and in his surprise and pleasure, the commercial traveller 
gallantly took off his hat to salute that master calf, like a true French 


cavalier. 

The two peasants, who were speechless from surprise, glanced sideways out 
of the corner of one eye, and they looked so exactly like fowls that the man 
with the light whiskers, when he sat up, said: ““Co—co—ri—co” under their 


very noses, and that gave rise to another storm of amusement. 


The old people got out at Motteville with their basket, their ducks and their 


umbrella, and they heard the woman say to her husband as they went away: 


“They are no good and are off to that cursed place, Paris.” 


The funny commercial traveller himself got out at Rouen, after behaving so 


coarsely that Madame Tellier was obliged sharply to put him in his right 
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place, and she added, as a moral: “This will teach us not to talk to the first 


comer.” 


At Oissel they changed trains, and at a little station further on Monsieur 
Joseph Rivet was waiting for them with a large cart with a number of chairs 


in it, drawn by a white horse. 


The carpenter politely kissed all the ladies and then helped them into his 


conveyance. 


Three of them sat on three chairs at the back, Raphaele, Madame Tellier and 
her brother on the three chairs in front, while Rosa, who had no seat, settled 
herself as comfortably as she could on tall Fernande's knees, and then they 


set off. 


But the horse's jerky trot shook the cart so terribly that the chairs began to 
dance and threw the travellers about, to the right and to the left, as if they 
were dancing puppets, which made them scream and make horrible 


grimaces. 


They clung on to the sides of the vehicle, their bonnets fell on their backs, 
over their faces and on their shoulders, and the white horse went on 
stretching out his head and holding out his little hairless tail like a rat's, with 


which he whisked his buttocks from time to time. 
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Joseph Rivet, with one leg on the shafts and the other doubled under him, 
held the reins with his elbows very high, and kept uttering a kind of clucking 


sound, which made the horse prick up its ears and go faster. 


The green country extended on either side of the road, and here and there the 
colza in flower presented a waving expanse of yellow, from which arose a 
strong, wholesome, sweet and penetrating odor, which the wind carried to 


some distance. 


The cornflowers showed their little blue heads amid the rye, and the women 


wanted to pick them, but Monsieur Rivet refused to stop. 


Then, sometimes, a whole field appeared to be covered with blood, so thick 
were the poppies, and the cart, which looked as if it were filled with flowers 
of more brilliant hue, jogged on through fields bright with wild flowers, and 
disappeared behind the trees of a farm, only to reappear and to go on again 
through the yellow or green standing crops, which were studded with red or 


blue. 


One o'clock struck as they drove up to the carpenter's door. They were tired 
out and pale with hunger, as they had eaten nothing since they left home. 
Madame Rivet ran out and made them alight, one after another, and kissed 
them as soon as they were on the ground, and she seemed as if she would 
never tire of kissing her sister-in-law, whom she apparently wanted to 
monopolize. They had lunch in the workshop, which had been cleared out 


for the next day's dinner. 
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The capital omelet, followed by boiled chitterlings and washed down with 


good hard cider, made them all feel comfortable. 


Rivet had taken a glass so that he might drink with them, and his wife 
cooked, waited on them, brought in the dishes, took them out and asked each 
of them in a whisper whether they had everything they wanted. A number of 
boards standing against the walls and heaps of shavings that had been swept 
into the corners gave out a smell of planed wood, a smell of a carpenter's 


shop, that resinous odor which penetrates to the lungs. 


They wanted to see the little girl, but she had gone to church and would not 


be back again until evening, so they all went out for a stroll in the country. 


It was a small village, through which the highroad passed. Ten or a dozen 
houses on either side of the single street were inhabited by the butcher, the 


grocer, the carpenter, the innkeeper, the shoemaker and the baker. 


The church was at the end of the street and was surrounded by a small 
churchyard, and four immense lime-trees, which stood just outside the 
porch, shaded it completely. It was built of flint, in no particular style, and 
had a slate-roofed steeple. When you got past it, you were again in the open 
country, which was varied here and there by clumps of trees which hid the 


homesteads. 


Rivet had given his arm to his sister, out of politeness, although he was in 
his working clothes, and was walking with her in a dignified manner. His 


wife, who was overwhelmed by Raphaele's gold-striped dress, walked 
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between her and Fernande, and roly-poly Rosa was trotting behind with 


Louise and Flora, the Seesaw, who was limping along, quite tired out. 


The inhabitants came to their doors, the children left off playing, and a 
window curtain would be raised, so as to show a muslin cap, while an old 
woman with a crutch, who was almost blind, crossed herself as if it were a 
religious procession, and they all gazed for a long time at those handsome 
ladies from town, who had come so far to be present at the confirmation of 
Joseph Rivet's little girl, and the carpenter rose very much in the public 


estimation. 


As they passed the church they heard some children singing. Little shrill 
voices were singing a hymn, but Madame Tellier would not let them go in, 


for fear of disturbing the little cherubs. 


After the walk, during which Joseph Rivet enumerated the principal landed 
proprietors, spoke about the yield of the land and the productiveness of the 
cows and sheep, he took his tribe of women home and installed them in his 
house, and as it was very small, they had to put them into the rooms, two and 


two. 


Just for once Rivet would sleep in the workshop on the shavings; his wife 
was to share her bed with her sister-in-law, and Fernande and Raphaele were 
to sleep together in the next room. Louise and Flora were put into the 
kitchen, where they had a mattress on the floor, and Rosa had a little dark 
cupboard to herself at the top of the stairs, close to the loft, where the 


candidate for confirmation was to sleep. 
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When the little girl came in she was overwhelmed with kisses; all the 
women wished to caress her with that need of tender expansion, that habit of 
professional affection which had made them kiss the ducks in the railway 


carriage. 


They each of them took her on their knees, stroked her soft, light hair and 
pressed her in their arms with vehement and spontaneous outbursts of 
affection, and the child, who was very good and religious, bore it all 


patiently. 


As the day had been a fatiguing one for everybody, they all went to bed soon 
after dinner. The whole village was wrapped in that perfect stillness of the 
country, which is almost like a religious silence, and the girls, who were 
accustomed to the noisy evenings of their establishment, felt rather 
impressed by the perfect repose of the sleeping village, and they shivered, 
not with cold, but with those little shivers of loneliness which come over 


uneasy and troubled hearts. 


As soon as they were in bed, two and two together, they clasped each other 
in their arms, as if to protect themselves against this feeling of the calm and 
profound slumber of the earth. But Rosa, who was alone in her little dark 


cupboard, felt a vague and painful emotion come over her. 


She was tossing about in bed, unable to get to sleep, when she heard the faint 
sobs of a crying child close to her head, through the partition. She was 


frightened, and called out, and was answered by a weak voice, broken by 
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sobs. It was the little girl, who was always used to sleeping in her mother's 


room, and who was afraid in her small attic. 


Rosa was delighted, got up softly so as not to awaken any one, and went and 
fetched the child. She took her into her warm bed, kissed her and pressed her 
to her bosom, lavished exaggerated manifestations of tenderness on her, and 
at last grew calmer herself and went to sleep. And till morning the candidate 


for confirmation slept with her head on Rosa's bosom. 


At five o'clock the little church bell, ringing the Angelus, woke the women, 


who usually slept the whole morning long. 


The villagers were up already, and the women went busily from house to 
house, carefully bringing short, starched muslin dresses or very long wax 
tapers tied in the middle with a bow of silk fringed with gold, and with dents 


in the wax for the fingers. 


The sun was already high in the blue sky, which still had a rosy tint toward 
the horizon, like a faint remaining trace of dawn. Families of fowls were 
walking about outside the houses, and here and there a black cock, with a 
glistening breast, raised his head, which was crowned by his red comb, 
flapped his wings and uttered his shrill crow, which the other cocks 


repeated. 


Vehicles of all sorts came from neighboring parishes, stopping at the 


different houses, and tall Norman women dismounted, wearing dark dresses, 
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with kerchiefs crossed over the bosom, fastened with silver brooches a 


hundred years old. 


The men had put on their blue smocks over their new frock-coats or over 
their old dress-coats of green-cloth, the two tails of which hung down below 
their blouses. When the horses were in the stable there was a double line of 
rustic conveyances along the road: carts, cabriolets, tilburies, wagonettes, 
traps of every shape and age, tipping forward on their shafts or else tipping 


backward with the shafts up in the air. 


The carpenter's house was as busy as a bee-hive. The women, in dressing- 
jackets and petticoats, with their thin, short hair, which looked faded and 
worn, hanging down their backs, were busy dressing the child, who was 
standing quietly on a table, while Madame Tellier was directing the 
movements of her battalion. They washed her, did her hair, dressed her, and 
with the help of a number of pins, they arranged the folds of her dress and 


took in the waist, which was too large. 


Then, when she was ready, she was told to sit down and not to move, and the 


women hurried off to get ready themselves. 


The church bell began to ring again, and its tinkle was lost in the air, like a 
feeble voice which is soon drowned in space. The candidates came out of the 
houses and went toward the parochial building, which contained the two 
schools and the mansion house, and which stood quite at one end of the 


village, while the church was situated at the other. 
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The parents, in their very best clothes, followed their children, with 


embarrassed looks, and those clumsy movements of a body bent by toil. 


The little girls disappeared in a cloud of muslin, which looked like whipped 
cream, while the lads, who looked like embryo waiters in a cafe and whose 
heads shone with pomatum, walked with their legs apart, so as not to get any 


dust or dirt on their black trousers. 


It was something for a family, to be proud of, when a large number of 
relatives, who had come from a distance, surrounded the child, and the 


carpenter's triumph was complete. 


Madame Tellier's regiment, with its leader at its head, followed Constance; 
her father gave his arm to his sister, her mother walked by the side of 
Raphaele, Fernande with Rosa and Louise and Flora together, and thus they 
proceeded majestically through the village, like a general's staff in full 


uniform, while the effect on the village was startling. 


At the school the girls ranged themselves under the Sister of Mercy and the 
boys under the schoolmaster, and they started off, singing a hymn as they 
went. The boys led the way, in two files, between the two rows of vehicles, 
from which the horses had been taken out, and the girls followed in the same 
order; and as all the people in the village had given the town ladies the 
precedence out of politeness, they came immediately behind the girls, and 
lengthened the double line of the procession still more, three on the right and 
three on the left, while their dresses were as striking as a display of 


fireworks. 
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When they went into the church the congregation grew quite excited. They 
pressed against each other, turned round and jostled one another in order to 
see, and some of the devout ones spoke almost aloud, for they were so 
astonished at the sight of those ladies whose dresses were more elaborate 


than the priest's vestments. 


The mayor offered them his pew, the first one on the right, close to the choir, 
and Madame Tellier sat there with her sister-in-law, Fernande and Raphaele. 
Rosa, Louise and Flora occupied the second seat, in company with the 


carpenter. 


The choir was full of kneeling children, the girls on one side and the boys on 
the other, and the long wax tapers which they held looked like lances 
pointing in all directions, and three men were standing in front of the lectern, 


singing as loud as they could. 


They prolonged the syllables of the sonorous Latin indefinitely, holding on 
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to “Amens” with interminable “a-a's,” which the reed stop of the organ 


sustained in a monotonous, long-drawn-out tone. 


A child's shrill voice took up the reply, and from time to time a priest sitting 
in a stall and wearing a biretta got up, muttered something and sat down 
again, while the three singers continued, their eyes fixed on the big book of 
plain chant lying open before them on the outstretched wings of a wooden 


eagle. 
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Then silence ensued and the service went on. Toward the close Rosa, with 
her head in both hands, suddenly thought of her mother, her village church 
and her first communion. She almost fancied that that day had returned, 
when she was so small and was almost hidden in her white dress, and she 


began to cry. 


First of all she wept silently, and the tears dropped slowly from her eyes, but 
her emotion in creased with her recollections, and she began to sob. She took 
out her pocket handkerchief, wiped her eyes and held it to her mouth, so as 
not to scream, but it was in vain. A sort of rattle escaped her throat, and she 
was answered by two other profound, heartbreaking sobs, for her two 
neighbors, Louise and Flora, who were kneeling near her, overcome by 
similar recollections, were sobbing by her side, amid a flood of tears; and as 
tears are contagious, Madame Tellier soon in turn found that her eyes were 
wet, and on turning to her sister-in-law, she saw that all the occupants of her 


seat were also crying. 


Soon, throughout the church, here and there, a wife, a mother, a sister, seized 
by the strange sympathy of poignant emotion, and affected at the sight of 
those handsome ladies on their knees, shaken with sobs was moistening her 
cambric pocket handkerchief and pressing her beating heart with her left 


hand. 
Just as the sparks from an engine will set fire to dry grass, so the tears of 


Rosa and of her companions infected the whole congregation in a moment. 


Men, women, old men and lads in new smocks were soon all sobbing, and 
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something superhuman seemed to be hovering over their heads—a spirit, the 


powerful breath of an invisible and all powerful Being. 


Suddenly a species of madness seemed to pervade the church, the noise of a 
crowd in a state of frenzy, a tempest of sobs and stifled cries. It came like 
gusts of wind which blow the trees in a forest, and the priest, paralyzed by 
emotion, stammered out incoherent prayers, without finding words, ardent 


prayers of the soul soaring to heaven. 


The people behind him gradually grew calmer. The cantors, in all the dignity 
of their white surplices, went on in somewhat uncertain voices, and the reed 
stop itself seemed hoarse, as if the instrument had been weeping; the priest, 
however, raised his hand to command silence and went and stood on the 


chancel steps, when everybody was silent at once. 


After a few remarks on what had just taken place, and which he attributed to 
a miracle, he continued, turning to the seats where the carpenter's guests 
were sitting; “I especially thank you, my dear sisters, who have come from 
such a distance, and whose presence among us, whose evident faith and 
ardent piety have set such a salutary example to all. You have edified my 
parish; your emotion has warmed all hearts; without you, this great day 
would not, perhaps, have had this really divine character. It is sufficient, at 
times, that there should be one chosen lamb, for the Lord to descend on His 


flock.” 


His voice failed him again, from emotion, and he said no more, but 


concluded the service. 
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They now left the church as quickly as possible; the children themselves 
were restless and tired with such a prolonged tension of the mind. The 


parents left the church by degrees to see about dinner. 


There was a crowd outside, a noisy crowd, a Babel of loud voices, where the 
shrill Norman accent was discernible. The villagers formed two ranks, and 


when the children appeared, each family took possession of their own. 


The whole houseful of women caught hold of Constance, surrounded her 
and kissed her, and Rosa was especially demonstrative. At last she took hold 
of one hand, while Madame Tellier took the other, and Raphaele and 
Fernande held up her long muslin skirt, so that it might not drag in the dust; 
Louise and Flora brought up the rear with Madame Rivet; and the child, who 
was very silent and thoughtful, set off for home in the midst of this guard of 


honor. 


Dinner was served in the workshop on long boards supported by trestles, and 
through the open door they could see all the enjoyment that was going on in 
the village. Everywhere they were feasting, and through every window were 
to be seen tables surrounded by people in their Sunday best, and a cheerful 
noise was heard in every house, while the men sat in their shirt-sleeves, 


drinking glass after glass of cider. 


In the carpenter's house the gaiety maintained somewhat of an air of reserve, 
the consequence of the emotion of the girls in the morning, and Rivet was 


the only one who was in a jolly mood, and he was drinking to excess. 
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Madame Tellier looked at the clock every moment, for, in order not to lose 
two days running, they must take the 3:55 train, which would bring them to 


Fecamp by dark. 


The carpenter tried very hard to distract her attention, so as to keep his 
guests until the next day, but he did not succeed, for she never joked when 
there was business on hand, and as soon as they had had their coffee she 
ordered her girls to make haste and get ready, and then, turning to her 


brother, she said: 


“You must put in the horse immediately,” and she herself went to finish her 


last preparations. 


When she came down again, her sister-in-law was waiting to speak to her 
about the child, and a long conversation took place, in which, however, 
nothing was settled. The carpenter's wife was artful and pretended to be very 
much affected, and Madame Tellier, who was holding the girl on her knee, 
would not pledge herself to anything definite, but merely gave vague 
promises—she would not forget her, there was plenty of time, and besides, 


they would meet again. 


But the conveyance did not come to the door and the women did not come 
downstairs. Upstairs they even heard loud laughter, romping, little screams, 
and much clapping of hands, and so, while the carpenter's wife went to the 


stable to see whether the cart was ready, Madame went upstairs. 
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Rivet, who was very drunk, was plaguing Rosa, who was half choking with 
laughter. Louise and Flora were holding him by the arms and trying to calm 
him, as they were shocked at his levity after that morning's ceremony; but 
Raphaele and Fernande were urging him on, writhing and holding their sides 
with laughter, and they uttered shrill cries at every rebuff the drunken fellow 


received. 


The man was furious, his face was red, and he was trying to shake off the 
two women who were clinging to him, while he was pulling Rosa's skirt 


with all his might and stammering incoherently. 


But Madame Tellier, who was very indignant, went up to her brother, seized 
him by the shoulders, and threw him out of the room with such violence that 
he fell against the wall in the passage, and a minute afterward they heard 
him pumping water on his head in the yard, and when he reappeared with the 


cart he was quite calm. 


They started off in the same way as they had come the day before, and the 
little white horse started off with his quick, dancing trot. Under the hot sun, 
their fun, which had been checked during dinner, broke out again. The girls 
now were amused at the jolting of the cart, pushed their neighbors’ chairs, 


and burst out laughing every moment. 


There was a glare of light over the country, which dazzled their eyes, and the 
wheels raised two trails of dust along the highroad. Presently, Fernande, who 
was fond of music, asked Rosa to sing something, and she boldly struck up 


the “Gros Cure de Meudon,” but Madame Tellier made her stop 
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immediately, as she thought it a very unsuitable song for such a day, and she 


added: 


“Sing us something of Beranger's.” And so, after a moment's hesitation, 
Rosa began Beranger's song “The Grandmother” in her worn-out voice, and 


all the girls, and even Madame Tellier herself, joined in the chorus: 


“How I regret 
My dimpled arms, 
My nimble legs, 


, 


And vanished charms.’ 


“That is first rate,” Rivet declared, carried away by the rhythm, and they 
shouted the refrain to every verse, while Rivet beat time on the shaft with his 
foot, and with the reins on the back of the horse, who, as if he himself were 
carried away by the rhythm, broke into a wild gallop, and threw all the 


women in a heap, one on top of the other, on the bottom of the conveyance. 


They got up, laughing as if they were mad, and the Gong went on, shouted at 
the top of their voices, beneath the burning sky, among the ripening grain, to 
the rapid gallop of the little horse, who set off every time the refrain was 
sung, and galloped a hundred yards, to their great delight, while occasionally 
a stone-breaker by the roadside sat up and looked at the load of shouting 


females through his wire spectacles. 


When they got out at the station, the carpenter said: 
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“I am sorry you are going; we might have had some good times together.” 
But Madame Tellier replied very sensibly: “Everything has its right time, 
and we cannot always be enjoying ourselves.” And then he had a sudden 


inspiration: 


“Look here, I will come and see you at Fecamp next month.” And he gave 


Rosa a roguish and knowing look. 


“Come,” his sister replied, “you must be sensible; you may come if you like, 


but you are not to be up to any of your tricks.” 


He did not reply, and as they heard the whistle of the train, he immediately 
began to kiss them all. When it came to Rosa's turn, he tried to get to her 
mouth, which she, however, smiling with her lips closed, turned away from 
him each time by a rapid movement of her head to one side. He held her in 
his arms, but he could not attain his object, as his large whip, which he was 
holding in his hand and waving behind the girl's back in desperation, 


interfered with his movements. 


“Passengers for Rouen, take your seats!” a guard cried, and they got in. 
There was a slight whistle, followed by a loud whistle from the engine, 
which noisily puffed out its first jet of steam, while the wheels began to turn 
a little with a visible effort, and Rivet left the station and ran along by the 
track to get another look at Rosa, and as the carriage passed him, he began to 


crack his whip and to jump, while he sang at the top of his voice: 


“How I regret 
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My dimpled arms, 
My nimble legs, 


, 


And vanished charms.’ 


And then he watched a white pocket-handkerchief, which somebody was 


waving, as it disappeared in the distance. 


M 


They slept the peaceful sleep of a quiet conscience, until they got to Rouen, 
and when they returned to the house, refreshed and rested, Madame Tellier 


could not help saying: 


“It was all very well, but I was longing to get home.” 


They hurried over their supper, and then, when they had put on their usual 
evening costume, waited for their regular customers, and the little colored 
lamp outside the door told the passers-by that Madame Tellier had returned, 


and in a moment the news spread, nobody knew how or through whom. 
Monsieur Philippe, the banker's son, even carried his friendliness so far as to 
send a special messenger to Monsieur Tournevau, who was in the bosom of 


his family. 


The fish curer had several cousins to dinner every Sunday, and they were 


having coffee, when a man came in with a letter in his hand. Monsieur 
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Tournevau was much excited; he opened the envelope and grew pale; it 


contained only these words in pencil: 


“The cargo of cod has been found; the ship has come into port; good 


business for you. Come immediately.” 


He felt in his pockets, gave the messenger two sons, and suddenly blushing 
to his ears, he said: “I must go out.” He handed his wife the laconic and 
mysterious note, rang the bell, and when the servant came in, he asked her to 
bring him has hat and overcoat immediately. As soon as he was in the street, 
he began to hurry, and the way seemed to him to be twice as long as usual, 


in consequence of his impatience. 


Madame Tellier's establishment had put on quite a holiday look. On the 
ground floor, a number of sailors were making a deafening noise, and Louise 
and Flora drank with one and the other, and were being called for in every 


direction at once. 


The upstairs room was full by nine o'clock. Monsieur Vasse, the Judge of 
the Tribunal of Commerce, Madame Tellier's regular but Platonic wooer, 
was talking to her in a corner in a low voice, and they were both smiling, as 


if they were about to come to an understanding. 


Monsieur Poulin, the ex-mayor, was talking to Rosa, and she was running 


her hands through the old gentleman's white whiskers. 
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Tall Fernande was on the sofa, her feet on the coat of Monsieur Pinipesse, 
the tax collector, and leaning back against young Monsieur Philippe, her 


right arm around his neck, while she held a cigarette in her left hand. 


Raphaele appeared to be talking seriously with Monsieur Dupuis, the 


insurance agent, and she finished by saying: “Yes, I will, yes.” 


Just then, the door opened suddenly, and Monsieur Tournevau came in, and 
was greeted with enthusiastic cries of “Long live Tournevau!” And 
Raphaele, who was dancing alone up and down the room, went and threw 
herself into his arms. He seized her in a vigorous embrace and, without 


saying a word, lifted her up as if she had been a feather. 


Rosa was chatting to the ex-mayor, kissing him and puffing; both his 


whiskers at the same time, in order to keep his head straight. 


Fernanad and Madame Tellier remained with the four men, and Monsieur 
Philippe exclaimed: “I will pay for some champagne; get three bottles, 
Madame Tellier.” And Fernande gave him a hug, and whispered to him: 
“Play us a waltz, will you?” So he rose and sat down at the old piano in the 
corner, and managed to get a hoarse waltz out of the depths of the 


instrument. 
The tall girl put her arms round the tax collector, Madame Tellier let 


Monsieur Vasse take her round the waist, and the two couples turned round, 


kissing as they danced. Monsieur Vasse, who had formerly danced in good 
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society, waltzed with such elegance that Madame Tellier was quite 


captivated. 


Frederic brought the champagne; the first cork popped, and Monsieur 
Philippe played the introduction to a quadrille, through which the four 
dancers walked in society fashion, decorously, with propriety, deportment, 


bows and curtsies, and then they began to drink. 


Monsieur Philippe next struck up a lively polka, and Monsieur Tournevau 
started off with the handsome Jewess, whom he held without letting her feet 
touch the ground. Monsieur Pinipesse and Monsieur Vasse had started off 
with renewed vigor, and from time to time one or other couple would stop to 
toss off a long draught of sparkling wine, and that dance was threatening to 


become never-ending, when Rosa opened the door. 


“T want to dance,” she exclaimed. And she caught hold of Monsieur Dupuis, 


who was sitting idle on the couch, and the dance began again. 


But the bottles were empty. “I will pay for one,” Monsieur Tournevau said. 
“So will I,” Monsieur Vasse declared. “And. I will do the same,” Monsieur 


Dupuis remarked. 


They all began to clap their hands, and it soon became a regular ball, and 
from time to time Louise and Flora ran upstairs quickly and had a few turns, 
while their customers downstairs grew impatient, and then they returned 


regretfully to the tap-room. At midnight they were still dancing. 
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Madame Tellier let them amuse themselves while she had long private talks 
in corners with Monsieur Vasse, as if to settle the last details of something 


that had already been settled. 


At last, at one o'clock, the two married men, Monsieur Tournevau and 
Monsieur Pinipesse, declared that they were going home, and wanted to pay. 
Nothing was charged for except the champagne, and that cost only six francs 
a bottle, instead of ten, which was the usual price, and when they expressed 
their surprise at such generosity, Madame Tellier, who was beaming, said to 


them: 


“We don't have a holiday every day.” 
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Pictorial: Is This The Devil? 
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Sunflowers and Flowers ... by Annie Gavani 
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A Midsummer’s Night Dream by Patrick Bruskiewich 


It was very much a Mid Summer’s Dream. A few years ago I was invited to 
a special costume party at a posh club in Vancouver. The club is so posh 
that I am told it has gold hinges on its doors! That night I searched and 
searched but could not find them. Hell, maybe it is an urban rumor, or 


maybe I have this place mixed up with its counterpart in Montreal. 


The gathering was a Midsummer’s Night costume party that a neighbor had 
been invited to and wanted to be chaperoned. At a similar soiree a few years 
back she had been manhandled by a drunkard and she didn’t want another 
repeat of the ‘hand up the dress thing’. She said the drunkard might be there 
tonight and she might need my moral support. I asked her if I should bring a 
pair of brass knuckles (not that I had any). She shook her head. She said she 
would dress herself up as Titania, the faerie princess, and well, I decided to 
have as much fun as I could. I even wrote a poem about her costume that 


evening as Titania: 


Titania 


Queen of the Midsummer’s 
Princess of the Faeries 

God has blessed her 

with jewels that sparkle, 
orbs that titillate 


and set men to lunacy. 
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Such splendor doth 

make Oberon jealous 

lest men do stray by moonlight. 
She is Titanic ... with 

her Play on words, 

her puns, her linguistic fun 

but! Prey tell, anger 

her naught for she 

shall lock wits with 

the witless and leave 

you less a man ... 

A unique, cocklebind 

and you the fool 

shall shake your speare 

at her, then realize 

too late it has been thrown! 
Come what might 

she shall get to the 

bottom of it all 

of that is certain! 

Sweet Titania, pink and white, 
dance your dance for us tonight 
fill the air with pixie dust 

and magical perfumed lust. 
The centaurs, satyrs and minotaurs 
with you in sight, will 


leave such marked appetite. 
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Let them then peer up to 

the moon and thank heaven 

for your graces, before seek thee 
that other other place, your throne 
where Cleopatra’s envy 

doth remind us that the Nile, 

the fountain of life, is the 
Aethiop’s jewel, so much more 
splendid then that paltry bauble 


hung upon mere mortal men... 


And Soft, we know with certain that 


she Titania is our Faerie Queen. 


My neighbor dances and teaches belly dancing and can charm the veils off 
the King and his seductress Salome alike. So I went all out on my costumes 


so as not to disappoint my next good neighbor! 


I began by creating a verisimilitude to William Shakespeare and found I 
rather enjoyed the whole costuming thing (or maybe I was bored and had too 
much time on my hand) and so I created several other costumes in and above 
the one that had me arrive at the function wearing aquamarine tights under a 
pair of boxer shorts, a balloon of a cotton shirt with wooden buttons, a 
brown Cashmere sash across my body, a pair of leather clogs, a necklace of 
dyed fresh water pearls and ... well ... you get the picture ... even the 


dullards realized I was William Shakespeare. 
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When we tumbled into the cab to make our way across town to the party our 
mirth got the better of the cabbie and to our great amusement when we 
arrived at the place the cabbie insisted ‘the ride was on him.’ That must tell 
you that we truly looked and played the roll — right down to Titania’s magic 


wand, and the pixie dust in her hair. 


As we danced up the steps into the posh party place we were greeted like 
royalty. This was the beginning of a night of pleasantries that Shakespeare 


could well have immortalized in poetry or prose. 


The place was already packed with revelers when we arrive fashionably late. 
It is not good to arrive unfashionably early and look too eager. Of course 
there were many unfashionably dressed people, the dullards in their suits and 
cocktail dresses — these were the looky-louses and their trophy boyfriends. If 
you don’t know what a looky-louse, it is a contemptible or unpleasant person 
who dresses up demanding attention. The place was infested with the 
looky’s, perhaps because the other half were dressed for the Midsummer’s in 
costumes that were somewhat bold and many times rather revealing and, 
probably more importantly because the evening was sponsored and so the 
alcohol and hors-d’oeuvres were free. From the moment we stepped 
through the door I would encounter quite a few of these unpleasant looky 


types, and pike them off with my Shakespeare. 


When we arrived my friend made an immediate dash for the dance floor and 
I decided to join her. Over my shoulder was a bag that held my other 
costumes and so I tucked the bag under the leg of a grand piano, smiled at 


the young lady playing the piano (her music was being drowned out by the 
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canned music) and followed my friend onto the very crowded and wild 
dance floor. There was a spinning ball throwing flashing light everywhere, 
and the fancy costumes and jewelry of the dancers flashed like sparkling 


stars in heaven. 


On the dance floor it was bump and grind music, but my friend was in a 
bump and grind mood. I only took a few steps onto the wooden dance floor 
before I was crowded out. It was almost atomic, almost Brownian 
movement. I had danced by myself on the peripherals of the dance floor for 
a mere ten seconds when a looky who had been watching me stepped onto 
the dance floor and latched herself to me hoping to bump and grind. Trying 
to get a rise out of me, she had no shame. She had a low cut aquamarine 
dress and matching shoes. In the brush I knew she wasn’t wearing a 
brassiere. She brushed her hip next to mine and I did not see any lines. That 


meant she wasn’t wearing panties. 


The glazed look on her eyes told me she was already either drunk or 
completely stoned. She gave me that smirk of someone who wanted to glom 
and well, the night was young and I had other plans. I let her bump and 
grind me a bit and started to toy with her, then I tried to step back from her 
but she was most insistent, like a cat that would not let you be. But my 
philosophy was not to take advantage of vulnerable women, or insistent ones 
at that. Insistent ones make trophies out of their conquests and I was not one 
to be considered a trophy, especially to a total feline. I did not know where 
that pussy cat had been and so I was not prepared to stroke her fur ... if you 


get my meaning. 
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She moved closer to me and straddled my leg with her insistence. Her 
thighs began to close in on my right leg. I slowly step back, drawing my 
knee up and extracted my leg from her clutch. Her dressed crawled up her 
leg as I did this and such enough she had nothing on underneath. She 
winked at me. I smirked back. Her eyes were now more glazed over than a 
moment ago. Her drink, her drugs and now her own hormones were getting 
the better of her and the night had yet to begin in earnest. I looked at her and 
wondered whether he life was always like this. Party ... party ... party ... 
The jewelry she was wearing was expensive and so I sensed she was some 
rich man’s spoiled daughter. As we continued to bump and grind for 
another half minute I peered around the room to see if anyone was taking 


particular notice of her. I did not see any man keeping tabs on her. 


Situations like that also lead to complications. I had come to chaperone my 
neighbor and planned to leave with her too. Besides I did have several other 


costumes and wanted the chance to slip them on and enjoy myself. 


My life experiences have also taught me how to be suave and subtle. To 
dissuade her I started to back my way into the centre of the dance floor and 
it worked. A young beau glommed onto her and she turned her attention on 
him. Subtly sometimes works. When the set ended I was safely by myself 
back at the piano. I smiled a second time at the young lady at the piano and 
this time she smiled back at me. I decided I needed a change of costume so I 
grabbed the bag and made my way to the men’s room to make my first 


switch. 
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When I entered the men’s room there were two men combing their hair and 
talking in front of the mirror. They were both wearing expensive suits. One 
of them gave me a weary glance in the mirror and went back to what he was 
saying. The other one was totally oblivious to the surroundings. It looked 
like he had just done a line or two of cocaine and was sniffling his ol snoz., 
one nostril at a time. I ducked into a stall and started to extract myself from 
the Shakespeare costume. It was awkward changing costumes and getting 
out of the tights. Given the commotion coming from the stall the two men 
probably wondered what was going on but they left me be. Half way 
through the change I heard the volume of music go up in the bathroom and I 
knew the men had opened the door and were leaving. I now had the room to 
myself so I opened the stall door, stepped out and proceeded to do a quick 
change. It was a struggle to get out of the tights. The next costume I had 
planned was the King of Thetis. 


It was an interesting costume. I kept the string of pearls but had no shirt. I 
wore a leather belt that kept a brown netting skirt in place (I had picked it up 
at a second hand clothing shop) and I replaced the clogs with sandals. As I 
stood in front of the mirror I wonder how much could be seen through the 
netting skirt and decided to keep my g-string underway on. I don’t normally 
wear such provocative underwear but this evening it sort of went with the 


costume. 


Ready to re-enter the festivities I folded the Shakespeare costume into the 
bag and ventured back out into the world. When I got to the end of the 
hallway I paused before stepping back into the grand ball room. There was 


now many more people dancing and it took me a good few seconds for me to 
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find my friend in the throws of the bump and grind. Just as I spotted her she, 
with her sixth sense, looked up and spotted me. She waved at me with her 
magic wand. I waved back. She was enjoying herself. She did not need me 


to chaperone her 


It was a struggle for me to walk back to the piano. I had to trudge around or 
through a throng of lookys gathered on the fringes of the dance floor. As I 
passed one particularly unpleasant type in an Armani suit he blocked my 
way and frowned at me, giving me ‘the evil eye.’ I grinned back and in a 
chirpy and loud voice parried “Thetis ... King of Athens ...” I was speaking 
to dumb ears and it did not dawn on him what I was talking about “ you 
know ... from Shakespeare’s A Midsummer’s Night Dream ...” His 
girlfriend pressed up against him and let me walk past behind her, leaving 
me just enough room to brush past her behind. It took me two steps to inch 


past her, but I sensed she didn’t mind. 

When I got back to the piano I look over at her and she was smiling in my 
direction. Then the young lady playing the piano spoke to me “weren’t you 
Shakespeare a moment ago.” 

I turned to her and nodded. 

“Who are you now? “ I told her. “What?” she said? I repeated. Still she 


didn’t seem to hear me. She shuffled over and glanced down at the piano 


bench next to her and I knew she was inviting me to join her. So I did. 
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I leaned over and spoke clearly into her ear “I am Thetis ... King of Athens 
... from Shakespeare’s A Midsummer’s Night Dream ...” She nodded in 
acknowledgment. I looked at her off the shoulder black cocktail dress. 


“How come you are not dressed up in a costume?” I asked her. 

She stopped playing the piano and turned to me. “My sister called me up 
this morning and invited to come to this. I didn’t have a chance to pick up a 
costume.” 


“Too bad,” I said. 


She looked down at my bag. “Got some more costumes in there?” I 


nodded. 


“May I,” she asked and I said “sure.” She began to poke around inside my 


bag. She looked up in glee. “How many costumes did you bring?” 


“Including William Shakespeare ... seven.” 


“Seven!” 


“Once I got started ... honestly, I couldn’t stop.” 


She looked at the costume I was wearing and it was then that she noticed the 


netting in the skirt and could see what was underneath. 


“See through ehh” 
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I nodded. 


“Any chance you'll take the g-string off?” 


I decides to have some fun with her. “You wearing anything ... besides the 


cocktail dress?” 


She looked at me for a second and leaned close and almost whispered “Just 


some panties ...” 


I grinned at her. “You want me to take off my g-string ...” 


She looked at me ... “So that’s the way this game will be played.” 


“Yup ...” I smiled confidently. 


She warmed to me and extended her hand and said “I am Samantha ... but 


you can call me Sam.” 


I shook her hand and sat “Patrick ... just Patrick.” 


She began to poke again in the bag. “You wouldn’t have a bra in there 


would you?” 


“No ... no over the shoulder boulder holders ... why would I need one? But 


there is a Cashmere scarf ...” 
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She lifted it slowly out of the bag and saw that it was a good length. “This 
might do for a start.” She also pulled a piece of pink cloth out of the bag. 
“And what is this? 

“That’s for my last costume of the evening ...” 

“What is it?” 

“The blind Minotaur ...” I quipped. 

“I have read Midsummer’s at school ... there is no Minotaur in the play.” 

I smiled. There is ... and ... there isn’t. Thetis becomes the King of Athens 
after he slew the Minotaur. My version of the play has Thetis blinding the 
Minotaur and the Minotaur reforming and becoming repentant.” 

“Oh .. “ She looked at the piece of pink cloth and then at me. 

“It’s the loin cloth for the blind Minotaur.” 


“This I have got to see!” 


“I am here with a friend. She says if I put that costume on I am on my own. 
Six feet of a man with four inches of pink cloth is a bit too much for even 


29 


her. 
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“Girlfriend?” 


“Just a friend who happens to be a neighbor. She is dressed as the faerie 


queen Titania.” I pointed her out in the crowd on the dance floor. 

“I am just visiting from Victoria myself. My sister lives and works here in 
Vancouver.” She paused for a sec and looked at me admiringly. “Listen ... I 
would very like to try on a costume.” 


“Sure ...” 


Sam put her hand on my hand and continued. “Would you like to come and 


help me?” 


My pulse quicken. “Sure ...” and so we both got up and I followed her out 


of the dance room and into the hallway beyond. 

“Follow me,” she said and she started for the stairs. 

“Where are we going?” She obviously knew her way around the place. 

“I have been here before for an aunts wedding.” I followed her quickly up 
two flights of stairs and into an all but dark and quiet hallway. “This is the 


main banquet floor and there is a family change room down the hall.” 


She found it in the dark and I was dragged into the dark room. The lock was 


turned on the door. There was a pause of a second or two and I could smell 
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her perfume and hear her breadth. She leaned onto me and whispered into 


my ear. “Isn’t this delicious.” 

“Yes,” I whispered back. 

Then I could hear the sound of fabric being rubbed against bare skin. She 
leaned on me a second time and I could feel her breasts against my bare 


skin. She was warm and aroused. 


I kissed her softly on her cheek and whispered “Let me help you with your 


costume.” 

“You're no fun.” She stepped back from me. 

“Maybe later ... let’s put together a nice costume for you.” I searched for 
the light switch with my fingers. “Cover your breasts with your hand ... I 
am going to turn the light on now.” 

There was a loud sigh and a waft of her perfume. I flicked the switch. 
There she stood with her hand on her hips with nothing on except a pair of 


fancy black lace panties and a pair of expensive evening shoes. 


I admired her for a few seconds and then said “you know why God made 


women’s breasts?” 


As she shook her head they giggled in unison. 
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“For love and for beauty and to make us men envious.” 


She drew her hands up to cover herself, and blushed. “That is so romantic!” 


“I am a romantic at heart Samantha ... and you are a very beautiful woman.” 


I pulled the Cashmere scarf out of the bag and handed it to her. She turned 


around and made a halter top out of it and I tied it behind her neck for her. 


“Comfortable?” 


“Very ... you might not get the scarf back.” I kissed her in the nape of her 


neck. 


“Oh ...” It sent shivers down her spine. I could see goose bumps on her. 


She turned around. Her face was a bright red, as was her shoulders and the 
divide between her breasts. Her nipples were poking the cashmere. With 
one hand she covered her bosom and with the other she reached forward and 


I gave her the bag. “You choose what else you want to wear.” 


Off in the corner of the family room was a small change table and she took 
the bag and turned it over, scattering its contents. Then Samantha started to 
poke among the different costume pieces, She gathered the pink pieces to 
one side and then took the aquamarine tights and another length of green 


material that had leaf imprints. “what is this for?” She asked. 
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“It is for the costume of the mischievous faerie Puck.” As I said this she 


turned around and looked at me. 

“If you put this costume on, can I have the skirt you have on?” She asked. 

I nodded and gathered up the Puck costume. Then I began to take the net 
skirt off. I smirked. This was the first time I would be sharing a piece of 
clothing with a woman. 

“Why are you grinning like that?” I told her. I handed her the net skirt. By 
then I was standing in nothing more than a string of pearls, sandals and a g- 
string. 

“Lovely!” She smirked at me. “Can I have the g-string too?” 

My eyes shot up in surprise. “You are a saucy one!” I stood there for a 
moment contemplating the inevitable and then smirked right back at her. 
“Only if you trade me for your panties!” 

She looked down at herself and then at me. 

“If we are going to wear costumes ... let us make the most fun time of it!” 
As I said this I drew my thumbs to either side of my g-string hinting I was 


ready to be brazen and bold. 


“Turn around,” she said. 
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“Why? Only a moment ago you had me in a passionate embrace.” She 
pursed her lips and so I turned and doff the g-string and handed it over my 


shoulder to her. I stood there bare ass for a moment. 


“Marvelous ...” 


“You think so?” I could hear movement behind me and try to imagine it in 


my mind’s eye. Off with one thing on with the next. 


She handed me her panties over my shoulder and I glanced at them. They 
were very delicate and so I said “they are too tight a fit for me” and handed 


them back to her. 


“Put something on ... please.” I put the bottom of the Puck costume, the 


fancy boxers that I used in the Shakespeare costume. Then I turned around. 


There she was standing before me with a cashmere scarf as a halter and my 
g-string as her bottom. She realized how she looked and started to wrap the 
net skirt around her waist. I handed her the leather belt and she put that on 
too. While she did this I put the top part of the Puck costume on over my 
head. It was a piece of rectangular green fabric with leaves in the weave. 


To finish things off I rearranged the pearls over the costume. 
Samantha was now pretty much in costume except for her expensive shoes, 


which being high heels gave her the appearance of a street walker. “I think 


you will have to ditch your shoes.” 
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She looked at herself in the mirror and giggled. I look quite a sight don’t I?” 


“You’re in costume now!” 


As I said this she leaned forward against the wall and framed me on both 


sides by her sensuous long arms. “And if they ask ...” 


“You are Puck’s friend.” I whispered ... 


“Am I now?” She looked into my eyes. I nodded and smiled. She came 
closer and closer to me, looking ever more deeply into my eyes. Her irises 
were dilated full wide. My blood began to boil and I began to stir and just as 
I thought she was about to kiss me the lights went out and she said “time for 


us to...” 


Her lips were warm, moist and inviting, and she was the one who tugged at 


the knot on her halter and let the cashmere scarf untangle itself. 


Then I felt her hand down the front of me. I brought my legs together 


“Mmmmmm ... man,” is all she said. 


My warm hands edged upward until I discovered the envies of her ... and in 
the background for the first time I noticed the dull, boom, boom, boom of 
the music coming up from the floor below. Or it could have been my heart 


pounding in my chest. 


“WWWW ... woman,” is how I responded to her. 


256 


She teased me and teased me and teased me some more with the mastery of 


a mistress in the game of love and just as I was about to climax she stopped. 
Her hand slipped out and I felt her stand back from the wall. In the darkness 
I could hear her tie the cashmere scarf back into a halter. “I think we should 
go back and join the party!” 

“In a minute,” I whispered. I was in no state to walk ... 

She giggled. 

“You are a scoundrel!” 

“No I am not ... I am Puck’s friend.” She said this with a glee in her voice. 

I let out a deep sigh. “You’re driving me crazy!” 

“Am I now!” She was having fun. “Almost ready to go?” She didn’t wait 
for an answer the door swung open and the light from the hallway fell into 
the room. She gathered up her dress and I had just enough time to gather the 
things on the table and stuff them back into the bag before she was leading 


our way down the hall and back down the flights of stairs to the dance floor. 


When we got there, it was a jungle. There must have been twice as many 


people now as there were when we had last seen it. The room was hot with 
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bump and grind. I could not find my friend anywhere in the mass throng of 


animals. 


But that didn’t stop Samantha. She dragged us through the throng to the 
piano, plunked her dress down under the grand piano, tore the bag out of my 
hands and tossed it next to her dress. Then back into the throng she dragged 


us both. I could hardly move let alone breath. 


“Sam ...” I yelled. She didn’t hear me. I tugged at her hand and yelled her 


name a second time. “Sam ...” 

She brought her mouth close to my ear and yelled “what?” 

I brought my mouth close to her earth and spoke clearly “I can’t take this 
mob ... let’s go someplace else.” I tugged on her arm for emphasis. She did 
not resist. It took a good minute to disentangle ourselves from the throng 
and in that brief time I swear two women copped a feel of me as we past 
them. Uggh ...Ifa man did that to a women he would be set to jail, or worst. 
We both found a not so crowded corner to the room, opposite from the 
entrance and in front of a large brass sculpture. She was in front of me, 
pressed against my body and the sculpture pocked me in the back. 


She turned her head and spoke “how’s this?” 


“Much better.” 
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“There’s my sister.” She pointed to someone in the mob. 


“Oh ... which one is she?” 


“The woman in the yellow dress?” There were perhaps six women in the 


room wearing yellow. Samantha pointed again and this time I think I made 


her out just as she stepped out from the mob and started across to us. 


“Hey sis ... where’s the dress I lent you?” 


“Under the piano.” 


“Under the piano? Where did you get this costume?” 


“Puck gave it to me.” It was then that her sister noticed me standing behind 


Samantha. 

The woman in the yellow dress looked directly at me with stern eyes. “You 
taking good care of my little sister.” As she said that I felt Samantha’s hand 
reach down and grab the best of me. 

I was so surprised all I could do is nod. 


“The cat got your tongue?” Sam’s older sister asked. 


Sam squeezed me. “Something like that!” 
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“Huh?” Sam’s sister was obviously not impressed with me. Samantha was 


starting to tickle me. 

“Having a good time?” Samantha asked her sister. 

“Not bad. And you?” 

“I am having a marvelous time.” As Samantha said this, her hand started to 
move with a slow rhythm. Now I knew why she took me up to near the 
point of climax. My legs closed over her hands. She was going to do this a 
second time. 

“You scoundrel” I whispered into her ear. 

The sister turned to me and asked “you said something?” 

Samantha stepped in “He called me a scoundrel ...” 

“Oh ... why?” 

“I have his cock in my hand and I am teasing him.” Her big sister raised her 
eye brows in surprise, looked me in the eyes. I smiled meekly. She said 
nothing and turned away. Samantha’s sister did not look back as she 


rejoined her friends. 


It was only then that I realized she was with two other unusual looking 


women wearing pink chiffon dressed and large Buffon blonde wigs. Even 
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from across the somewhat darken room I could tell their faces were made 
up, and their lips were painted a bright color. Samantha’s sister said a few 
words to her two friends, pointing at us as she spoke, and the three women 
looked back at us. One of them then started to walk towards us. The other 


two joined her a few steps back. 


As they approached I pleaded. “Samantha ... I think you better stop.” She 


acted as if she didn’t hear me. 


“Please ...” I was very near ... too near, the precipice. But she knew that. 


The three women were now upon us. And just as I was about to give that 
first involuntary spasm Samantha removed her hand. Samantha stepped 
away from me and turned around. In my excited state I had to now stand at 


the very sharp edge of the precipice as four beautiful women surrounded me. 


“Let me introduce Puck ...” Samantha was having her fun with me. 


“Puck?” One of the two eccentric women parroted. I looked at her lips as 
she said the word. Up close in the dim light I could see that they were 
painted a bright red. 


“The faerie Puck from Shakespeare’s play ...” Samantha smirked at me. 


“Are you a faerie?” The other stranger sang the words, pivoting on one of 
her feet and touching her hair as she said this. I looked at the two eccentric 


women and they looked like bookends. 
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“Only for tonight ... I like woman, really I do.” I still stood at the precipice, 
with my toes curled at the edge, but I was still holding my own. But to make 
matters worse I was in my full glory and I knew the four women noticed 


this. 


“We can see that,” Sam exclaimed pointed down at my bulge. 


“Sam!” Her sister was horrified. Her two friends glanced down and 


giggled. 


“Puck, let me introduce the Wilson sisters to you, Annemarie and 


Rosemarie.” 


I looked at the two women and could not see any difference. “Which is 


which?” 

Samantha looked at them, “gee ... I don’t know.” 

The two sisters raised a hand to their mouth and giggled looking at each 
other as they did. “We are identical twins,” one of them said. The other 
finished the sentence “... and we share everything ... even our boyfriends, 


don’t we sis?” 


“Huh!” I was amused with her comment. 
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The right hand sister said “sometimes we even swap and compare notes 
don’t we?” She looked over at her other sister who responded “yes we are 
very, very close.” The two of them stepped forward and took station on 
either side of me, each taking an arm. My toes were still curled and so, I let 


out a deep sigh. 


“Are you ok?” Samantha asked. I gave her the evil eye. 


Sam’s sister looked at her and said “you know he is right, you are a 


? 


scoundrel 


The two sisters, hearing the word leaned forward and looked past me to their 
sibling, then turned to Samantha and her sister. One of the Wilson girls 


asked “in what way?” 


Samantha’s sister turned to Sam and pointed to her. “It’s best you ask her.” 
I gulped and slightly shook my head, pursing my lips. The two twins did not 


notice this, but Samantha and her sister did. 


Sam had a mischievous grin on her face and all I could do was close my 


eyes and admit that this was a real Midsummer’s Night Dream! 


“I have been teasing him ... in the worse sort of way,” she admitted. 


“Have you now,” one of the twins exclaimed. I could feel the two women 
caressing my bare arms with their soft hands. The other sister then said. 


“let’s have fun too,” and giggle. 
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I looked at her and googled my eyes. She roared with laughter. “I love him 
...” she exclaimed. The other sister was not to be left out and gave a tug on 


my arm and I looked at her and did a google eye for her two. 


The two sisters started to tug at my arms as if I was a rag doll they were 
fighting over. 


p? 


I tugged back. “Be careful ... I am not a wish bone. 


Samantha smirked at me ...”are you so sure?” looking down at the best of 
me. Suddenly the four of them were checking me out, a second time. I 
could tell I was still fully there. I crossed my legs and wanted to lean back 


but the statue was poking me in the back. The twins giggled in unison. 


“Can’t you go dance?” There was a bit of spite in my words. 


“Or something ...”, one of the twins quipped. “Yes,” the other one said, “or 


something.” They giggle in unison. 

“We’ll come back later,” Samantha’s sister said. “We will leave you two 
faeries in peace.” I flared my eyes in thank you as Samantha’s sister tugged 
on the twins and guided them back towards the throng. This left Samantha 


and I facing each other in the corner. 


“Come ... come,” she was not letting up. “That was not that bad.” 
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“I have been at the very edge for ages ...” 


“I know ...” Samantha smiled mischievously. “So have I!” It was then that 


I looked down and noticed she was too. 


“Oki Dochi ...”I said. 


“More like dochi dochi ...” She giggled as she said this. Samantha turned 
around an stood beside me as we both looked back into the wild party. She 


leaned over and whispered into my ear. “I am so hot!” 


“Then let’s get some air,” I responded. 


“Yes, let’s.” She took hold of my hand and we began to trudge our way at 
the edge of the crowd and out of the hot and bothered room. Out of the 


corner of my eye I spied my neighbor still dancing wildly in the madness. 


Next there were a series of smaller rooms that branched out from a wide 
corridor. We made our way slowly past the gaggle of lookys that were 
gathered clogging the entrances of each small room. They were enthralled 
watching the cabaret going on within each small room. In one there were 
colorful and lively jugglers performing. In another, there were two belly 
dancers, dressed in brightly bangled coin skirts hard at their art bouncing 
their ample bosoms and their hips — their perfect bodies — in time with the 


Lebanese music. 
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In a third there was a topless woman wearing pasties doing a pole dance. A 
portable CD player was filling the room with classical music. Mozart, I 
thought, from the Elvira Madigan piano concerto. It was hard to tell given 
the much louder music being carried down the hallway from the other dance 
floor. She danced lightly and with grace. Scattered around her were the 
rainbow of scarves she had peeled off as she performed. She was hanging 
upside down near the top of the pole held up by her legs wrapped around the 
shiny brass pole, her arms outstretched in joy. Her breasts were not so grand 
as to sag in her present inverted state. She moved swiftly, fluidly and with 
confidence from one pose to the next, hanging expertly near the top of the 
pole. I hadn’t expected this but she suddenly peeled off the pasties and 
threw them with fan fair and enthusiasm to two appreciative men in the 
audience. Then at the very end of her performance she tugged at the ribbon 
at the edge of her panties and they fell off of her and fluttered to the floor. 
She was as pink and pretty like a peach. 


She reverted and then hung motionless from the pole by her arms, keeping 
her legs together but nonetheless presenting the fullness of her for the 
audience to admire. As I watched her performance end I thought back to the 
film Eyes Wide Shut. When she stepped off the pole she took one step 
forward, bowed to her appreciative audience, stood up covering her breasts 
with one hand and her intimates with the other. Then she turned her back to 
the room and quickly donned a pink robe. The room emptied in a flash 
leaving her all but alone. Then she walked over to the door and was about to 
close it when she saw Samantha and I just outside the door and beckoned us 


in, then closed the door behind us. 
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“You were marvelous,” Samantha said enthusiastically. 


“Was I,” the pole dancer responded. I nodded and smiled appreciatively as 
she had retrieved her panties and put them back on. Then she slipped out of 
her robe and put a bright pink t-shirt on that she took out of her bag. She 
dropped the robe over the bag and turned back to us. 


“Want to try?” she asked Samantha reaching over for her arm just in case 


she might say no. 


“Well, if you insist.” There was a reluctant edge to her words. 


“It’s easy, let me show you.” And so for a few minutes the pole dancer 
demonstrated some of the simple steps to her artistry. With amusement I 


watched them both from across the room. 


“That will never do ...” The pole dancer said watching the awkwardness of 
Samantha’s halter. “Here ...” the pole dancer took something from her bag 


and handed it to Samantha. “Put these on.” 


Samantha looked at them and said “I couldn’t!”’ 


“What are they?” I asked her. The pole dancer responded “They’re pasties.” 


“Yes Samantha ... put them on!” She looked down at what she was holding 


and before she could back out the pole dancer was there in front of her 


undoing the knot on her halter top. “TIl put them on for you ...” 
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I watched the two of them and thought how wonderful it was for two perfect 


strangers to be on such intimate terms so easily. 

“There ... much better, don’t you think?” The pole dancer was looking over 
at me. I nodded for both women to see. The pole dancer turned back to 
Samantha and said, “I will put some music one and you can dance for us.” 
“What if some stranger comes in?” She was fishing for some excuse. 

“Don’t worry love ... I will lock the door,” which she did, then the pole 
dancer walked over to a portable CD player and chose a pleasant piece of 
classical music, Beethoven’s Moonlight Sonata, for Samantha to dance to. 
My eyes were on her as she kept time with the music. The slow and 
deliberate tempo and her youthful exuberance was very erotic. 

The pole dancer came and leaned against the wall beside me as we both 
watched Samantha dance. When the Beethoven finished something by Bach 
began to play. 

“I think your girl friend dances ballet,” the pole dancer said. 


“I would not be surprised.” 


The pole dancer slowly turned her head and asked “don’t you know.” 
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“No I don’t. I just met her earlier this evening. She is not my girlfriend. 


She IS a lot of fun.” I emphasized the word IS. 


The pole dancer looked at my costume. “You don’t look so bad yourself. 


Who are you suppose to be?” 


“Puck ...” 


“A faerie ...” She said it as a sort of inquiry. 


“But just for Midsummer’s ...” 


“Just for Midsummer’s ...” 


Inodded. “Yes ... just for tonight ...” 


The pole dancer turned to me and said. “That’s nice ... 


I hadn’t yet take notice what was written on her pink t-shirt. I glanced down 


and saw it said “I am a force of nature.” I also noticed that she was very 


aroused. 


“Mind if I have some fun with your friend?” 


“Not at all ... PI just watch.” 


269 


The music was now a lovely Nocturne by Chopin. The pole dancer waltzed 
back to the pole, doffed her t-shirt and proceeded to dance with Samantha. 
Well, it was more of a flirt than a dance and it was very beautiful to watch. 


The two women were oblivious to my presence, but I didn’t mind that. 

It was then that I realized that I was still precariously standing at the edge of 
things. It felt so warm and delicious. The two women danced together for 
about twenty minutes, the room filling with the warmth of their love. 
Ironically, the final track on the CD was Mendelssohn A Midsummer’s 
Night Dream. When it was over the two women had come to an embrace 
and were giggling like little girls. 

“You must leave me your number,” the pole dancer asked of Samantha. 

“Yes ..” she nodded with enthusiasm. “That was so much fun!” 


“You can come to dance with me whenever you want.” 


“Td like that ...” Even from across the room I could tell Samantha was ...d 


ochi dochi ... They both were. 


“And bring your friend her.” The pole dancer wagged her thumb at me. 


“Maybe we can show him how to pole dance?” 


Samantha all but staggered across the room and leaned on the wall beside 


me. I glanced at her and wondered if she was going to leave the pasties on 
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or maybe wrap herself back up in her cashmere halter. I did not have to wait 


long. The pole dancer needed them back. 


“I have one more set for the night ...” I turned away from and did not watch 
Samantha as she peeled them off herself and handed them to the pole dancer. 
Nor did I watch while she put her halter back on. As the pole dancer put the 
pasties on I noticed what they looked like. They were pink daisies with their 


centers cut out so that the nipple showed through. 


“How ingenious” I said. 


“Aren’t they! I make them myself. I make all my costumes!” 


“You must have quite a collection,” I heard myself saying. 


Samantha quickly turned back to me and said “let’s leave her alone ... she 


has to get ready for her next performance.” 


She took my hand and was about to make a dash for the door when the pole 
dancer said “but don’t leave until you have given me your number.” She 
walked over and drew an appointment book with a pen tucked up in it from 


her bag. “Write your name and number here love and I will call you.” 


Samantha wrote her name and number in the appointment book and handed 
it back to her. She offered it to me and I did the same. Then I handed it 
back to the pole dancer. “Samantha and Patrick ... the three of us can get 


together in my studio sometime and have more fun.” 
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Just as she said that there was a knock at the door. There was a muffled 


man’s voice. “Any one in there?” 


The pole dancer opened the door to a man dressed in a formal black evening 
jacket. “Ah there you are ... still one more performance to go for the 
evening.” The man looked at the two of us. “Will they be performing with 


you?” 


“Not tonight bob ... maybe some other time.” 


“We were just leaving ...” I said. Samantha and I both slipped past the man 


so as to not be drawn into their conversation. 


Samantha turned to me. She was flush and bothered. “I think I am the one 


who needs some air now.” 


“I see you do.” I offered her my hand. “Lead the way.” 


I smiled gleefully as I followed Samantha up the stairs to the next floor. The 
smile was a mixture of ‘look at how much fun we were having without 
having to drink’ and ‘what awaits us next?’ As we strolled by the lookys on 
the stairs the men were checking her out and their bored dates were stealing 
a glance at me. I was smiling like a peacock and didn’t really care what they 
thought was on my mind. Why? Because, odds are they were probably 
right! 
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Compared to what we have just experienced, the next floor was staid and a 
disappointment. There was a wet bar, crowded with people at one side and a 
large billiards lounge on the other side. At the far end of the hall was aa 
fancy stained glass wall with a set of shiny large size brass doors what 


appeared to open to a dining room that was closed and its lights turned off. 


Samantha steered us into the billiards room which had an open portico and 
no doors. There were four large billiard tables covered in bright green 
billiard baize and at the table furthest from the entrance there were two 


costumed women who were just about to start a game. 


“Do come join us,” one of them insisted. 


I looked over at Samantha and shrugged my shoulders. She nodded and so I 
said “we would love to.” We walked over and made introductions all 
around. The two women were in their early twenties. One was dressed as a 
pink cat and the other as a pink dog. The pink cat introduced herself as 
Constance and the pink dog as Prudence, friends from school. They were 
dressed in bright and flashy full body costumes which did not show much 


skin apart from a little bit of arm and ankle. 


Almost immediately after the niceties Constance broke the triangle of balls 


with skill, scattering the billiards around the table. 


“You’ve played this game before,” Samantha said. 
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“A few times! My uncle taught me billiards.” She had an interesting 


English accent. 


“At an English pub no doubt!” I stated. “And Prudence?” I enquired. 


“Call me Pru ... only my grandmother calls me Prudence.” 


“She would, wouldn’t she,” Constance tossed out. Prudence gave her friend 


a sharp glance. “An inside joke ...” 


Before she could say more, Prudence took charge. “Conny no!” 


Constance had a smirk on her face. “Well if you insist! Your turn 


Samantha.” 


“Call me Sam.” Samantha took careful aim and knocked a billiard ball into 


the far corner pocket. 


“I am surrounded by pool sharks ...” I said with a false air of exasperation. 


She missed at her next shot. Sam gave me the evil eye, as if I had jinxed 


her. 


Prudence went next and almost sunk a ball, the white ball. It trickled to a 


stop at the lip of one of the pockets. “Oops!” 
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At my turn I had nothing really to shoot at so I gave the white ball enough 
English to scatter a half dozen of the balls all over the table. I took the shot 


hoping something nice would happen, but no joy. 


“You play an aggressive game there Patrick,” It was Constance stepping to 
the table next to me. “Letting the balls drop where they may?” She looked 
down at me as she said this. “Nice costume.” As she leaned onto the table 
to address the white ball her elbow brushed against my hip. I stepped back. 
She looked up at me and smiled warmly.“Come bring me luck,” and with 
her free hand guided me to stand and stoop over behind her. I had my left 
hand on the table and the other on her right shoulder. I looked across the 
table and saw that Samantha was taking the whole thing in with some 


amusement. 


Constance pushed herself back against me and could not help noticing my 
state of excitement. She turned “Lovely isn’t this?” Then she whispered into 
my ear “let me tell you a secret ... Pru is a virgin.” When she said that she 
sent the while ball on its way across the green blaize and pocketed another 


ball with a loud retort. I stood up and so did she. 


Samantha stepped to the table and invited Pru to bring her luck. But she 
missed on her next tap of the white ball. The white ball bounding back off 
the far bank and just as it was about to lose its way kissed a billiard. 
Prudence stood up and sighed heartedly, then said “I guess I am not good 


luck!” 
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“Nonsense Pru ... don’t be such a prude!” I could see that Constance 


enjoyed needling her friend. “Your turn. Patrick will bring you luck!” 


I walked over and stooped behind and over her. I let Pru chose her lie. She 
look back at me as I brought myself close to her and felt the warmth of her 
body and smelled the faint scent of lavender. With one hand I leaned against 
the billiard table and with the other I took her hips into my possession. 
“Take your time,” I whispered into her ear. As I said this she moved her 
hips back and forth to get more comfortable. She did not back into me like 
Constance had and I wondered whether I should step a tad forward. I 


decided to leave things be. 


I was good luck because Prudence sank the ball she was aiming to sink. 
Together we moved and took a second shot. This time she backed into me 


and took her time before she missed. 


“See Pru ... a good boy does bring good luck.” Constance giggled as she 
said this. 


It was now my turn. Pru handed me her billiards cue and I chalked it up a 
bit and settled in for my shot. Then I turned to Pru and said to her “come 
bring me some luck.” She slowly and meekly stepped forward and I had to 
encourage her to come closer. She leaned on the table and I took one of her 
hands and placed it on my bare stomach, giving her a chance to become even 
more intimate. We were both warm to our touch. I aimed carefully and 


sank a ball. 
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“Nice shot ... you have played billiards too.” Conny was genuine in her 


praise. 


“My grandfather taught me how to play when I was a young boy.” I replied. 


When we took our up next place together I whispered in her ear “Conny told 
me you are a virgin.” As I turned back to concentrate on my shot I could 
feel that Pru was more courageous. She dropped the edge of her hand down 
inside my boxers to catch the crown of the best of me. I took a long time to 
take the shot, moving myself a few times back and forth across the edge of 
her hand. Then she took the hint and tremulously grasped hold of me. “I 
whispered “That’s much better, don’t you think?” It was only then that I 
took my shot and needless to say, because of the distraction, I missed 
entirely. From their places across the table neither Sam nor Conny had any 


inkling what Pru had just enjoyed. She let go and we stood up together. 


“Here ... take the stick,” I said with a smirk on my face. I turned to her and 
handed her the cue. She put her hand on mine and held it there a second or 


two then I let her have the billiard cue. “Isn’t this fun?” sang Pru. 

Pru smiled and nodded. 

Constance stepped up to the billiard table and surveyed the room. “Who 
will bring me luck?” I was half expecting Samantha to take the honors but it 


was Pru who answered her call. Before she set herself Constance asked her 


friend “Aren’t you glad you came to the party?” 
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Pru giggled. “Yes ... very!” She gave her friend a hug and Conny missed 
her shot. 


I walked over and brought some luck to Samantha. I placed my hand on the 
cashmere between her breasts. She felt warm and had a particular fragrance 
that I knew were her pheromones. I settled very close to her. She missed her 
shot. “There look at what you made me do ... you rogue you,” and pushed 
me away. She did this playfully. I walked around the table play acting that I 
was offended by her actions. “What did I do?” 


p? 


“Distracted me ... in the worse way She smiled appreciatively and 
stepped back from the table and leaned back against the wall. Samantha 


brought her hands up the cue and rested her chin on them. 


Some players drifted into the room and were gathering to start a game at 


another table. I glanced over and say four male looky’s. Boring I thought. 


It was Pru’s turn and she insisted that Conny bring her luck. Just as she was 
about to shoot Pru whispered something into Conny’s ear and by the way 


Conny looked at me I knew what it was she had said. 


Then it was my turn and all three women vied for the honors, for three 
similar reasons. I was emitting my own pheromones and they were picking 
up on them. Samantha drew the honors. She caressed my body with hers as 
I tried to concentrate but I missed and scratched, the distraction was so 


great! 
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We had another round with no balls sunk. I was surprised that Pru did not 
want to bring me luck this round. It would be Conny who would be edgy 


with me. Obviously Pru had let on what had pleased her. 


I decided to tease Conny on her next try and I did ... placing my hand down 
the edge of her costume past her panties to her bare thigh. It was done so 
surreptitiously that no one but Conny and I knew of it. She did not flinch. 
She opened her thigh a bit, inviting me inwards and so I let my fingers glide 
down the slope to the forest of her. She was moist and warm. I drew my 
finger just once up her as she took her shot. She was steely eyed for the ball 
went straight in. We moved to another shot and I teased her again, again 
with one finger. She sank a second ball. When I teased her with two fingers 
on her third shot, she missed, but I didn’t. She let out a silent groan, which 
Samantha and Pru figured was disappointment, but Conny and I knew it was 


anything but. 


Pru stepped forward to bring me good luck. She was very bold now, 
wanting to grab more of me. I let her jingle my change for a few seconds, 
but she pinched me and it hurt. I brought my legs together trapping her 
hand. I took the shot and sank a ball. I opened my legs and she quickly 
disentangled herself from me. I stood up and said, “I have to pee.” I turned, 
frowned and handed Pru the cue. Then I turned to Samantha and asked her 


to take my shot. “I will be right back.” 


I strode quickly from the room and ducked into the men’s washroom down 
the hall. The pinch had really hurt. It was then that I realized how tired I 


was and how it was perhaps time to find my neighbor and perhaps take out 
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leave from the party. She was thinking the same thing, for as I stepped from 


the men’s room back into the hall there she was looking for me. 


“Where have you been?” She was shining with perspiration. 


“Playing billiards.” I said. 


“T figured as much ... this is why I came up here looking for you. Finished 


your game?” 

I smiled as she said that. “Almost ... come I will introduce you.” I led the 
way into the billiards room and there the three women were still continuing 
their game. I made polite conversation as I introduced Titania to Puck’s 


friend and the two pink pets. 


“It is time for us to go ...” my neighbor said. “Glad I caught him in time ... I 


was worried he had on his Pink Minotaur’s costume.” 


Samantha piped up. “I would love to see you in that costume!” 


“You’ve seen it have you?” 


Samantha nodded and turned to the two women in pink. “A pink loin cloth. 


A pink tail and ears, a pink eye blind and well ... 6 feet of Minotaur and four 


inches of cloth.” The women all giggled and then turned to glare at me. 
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Samantha turned to the three women “you hang on to him and I will go get 
it.” I put up a meek struggle but my fate was sealed. Besides I was curious 
to see the effect it would have on the crowd. It was a brief spell before she 
was back with her dress in one hand and the bag in the other. Samantha set 


down her bag in a corner and then dug the costume out of the bag. 


“Well girls ... shall we?” Samanthat took the lead. 


“What here?” Pru exclaimed. 


“Why not?” Conny smiled from ear to ear. 


They were not just all around me. They were holding me here too. I felt 


trapped. 


It was Samantha that tugged at my boxers. Gladly my full glory was partly 
hidden by the top of the Puck costume. I don’t know how she did it but she 
managed to wrap me in the pink loin cloth. Maybe it is a girl thing? Then 
she tucked the tail into the back of the loin cloth. Off came the top of the 
Puck costume and there I stood with four inches of loin cloth being admired 
by the four women. Samantha put my ears on me and then I let her blind 


fold me and well, I wa snow very much in their keep. 


“What now?” I said, as if I needed to be told. 


“We're leaving aren’t we?” It was my neighbor who ventured the obvious, 


And the four of us will take you down and to the taxi. 
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The four women guided me back down the stairs, weaving in and out of the 
many revelers either ensconced on the stairs, or travelling hither and thither. 


The remarks were priceless. 


Then we had to run the gauntlet of the dance floor and as we bore through 
the crowd I could feel hands tugging at the little pieces of cloth between me 
and my immodesty. I could also feel the soft hands of many a woman play 
across my body. My arms were trapped. I could not hold things up! I was 
utterly defenseless as I felt the insistent tug on my loin cloth. I don’t know 
exactly when it happened but and I felt it start to come unwound and finally 
fall away. The whistles and cat calls were deafening. The grabbing at me 


was like birds pecking at bread crumbs. It was a feeding frenzy. 


I was about to scream when I felt the coldness of some cloth wrap itself 
around those vulnerable parts of me. My arms were let loose and I drew the 
blind away from my eyes. I was immersed in a sea of bump and grind. I 
reached down and realized that Samantha had wrapped her black cocktail 
dress around me. She grabbed onto my arm and the three other women 


formed a wedge of sort through the crowd. 


Their thin edge was fine, but the masses collapsed back on me as we made 
our passage. The fingers were stilled grasping for the bareness of me. It 
was past being a frenzy. It was now a fury. My heart beat madly in my 


chest. I began to panic. I began to have an anxiety attack. 
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I began to drown in a sea of folly. The bump and grind ... the faces, the 
smells the noise ... it was my worst nightmare. It felt like we were not 


making any progress what so ever through the throng. 


What are the last thoughts of a drowning man? ... this evening it was the 
pole dancer and that she was as pink and pretty as a peach. And as if by 


miracle there she was beside me. 


“Hang on to me ...” she yelled into my ears. And like an Amazonian she 
pushed her way through the frenzy, finding every crevice and every 


advantage she could to save this drowning man. 


And then a miracle happened. Two actually. We were out of the frenzy and 
I was still clasping tight to the black cocktail dress, now tattered, around me. 
I could feel the scratches of the many grabs at me, like teeth marks from 


hungry piranha. 


I was breathing in lungful of air. “Thanks ... I gave an asthmatic cough. 


Then another. 


“Are you ok?” My neighbor asked me. I shook my head. “I didn’t think we 


could make it. I thought I was a goner!” 
The pole dancer turned to the women and said “you were silly to throw the 


meat to the hungry animals.” There was an awkward pause. “What were 


you thinking? 
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It was Samantha who spoke. “We weren’t think ...” She looked at her 


compatriots then said ”we are so sorry.” 


“I just want to put something on and then get the hell out of here.” I grabbed 
the bag and stepped behind a large potted palm and put myself back into the 
Shakespeare garb sans the cashmere sash. I emerged after a minute a fully 


clothed courtier. 


The four of them were there waiting for me. “My apartment is just up the 
street,” the pole dancer said. “If you come over I can tend to your scratches 


and you can crash there too. You look exhausted” 


“Iam!” I was exhausted but I recognized a truly genuine gesture when I saw 
one. I looked at my compatriots and smiled. “Do you have room for four or 


five?” 

I looked over at my neighbor. “Working tomorrow ... can’t come.” 

“PI call you tomorrow then,” I said to her. “Thank you for inviting me to 
this party. It was fun except for the last ten minutes. My neighbor gave me 
a quick hug and then stepped out into the street to hail a taxi. That left the 


five of us. 


The pole dancer smiled. “If you are hungry I can pop a quiche in the oven 


and make some coffee.” That brought smiles to everyone’s face. 


284 


Samantha said what was on our minds ...”it can be our after party ... party. 


Do you have a pole at your place?” 


The pole dancer nodded. “Of course, and some lovely music too.” 


We walked through the grand doors, down the stairs to the stares of the 
Lookys and made our way down the street into Gas Town: One man dressed 
as Shakespeare, two pink female pets, a girl dressed as Puck’s friend and one 


gorgeous woman sporting a bright outfit leading the way. 


That night, as it turns out, was still quite young and well the enjoyments we 
shared are a story for another telling. But let me ask you have you every 
slept in a bed in the best suit you own with four lovely creatures of the 
opposite sex in the best suits they own. Even William Shakespeare would 


find it hard to put such sensual pleasures into words. 


Yes, that night was very much a Mid Summer’s Dream. 
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Pictorial: My Soccer Team ... 
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Sunflowers by Rose Lang 


[Paris] I have an entendre with Aki from Tokyo. And Aki has an entendre 
with me. But I don’t think she will keep her bet with me. And she is not 


expecting me to keep my bet with her. 


We both met each other when we were in Vancouver at the same time. We 
met at a conversation group meeting at a café near Gas town on a Saturday 
afternoon. That is also where we both met a man, and that is how we both 


have ended up writing something for his magazines. 


When we heard from him that he had started magazines for his friends to 
write for, Aki challenged me to write something and I challenged her. Aki 
has trouble translating from Japanese to English. That must be difficult for 
her. It is a challenge for me to write in English. My natural tongue is 


French. But I try. 


We have both written something before. This is the second time we are 
writing something for a friend’s magazines. This time Aki and I agree we 


should write something just for him. 


When we were visiting Vancouver our friend was very kind to us, taking us 
around the city, showing us the sights. He did this for each of us separately. 
I was visiting alone. Aki was with her friends. When we got to know each 


other better Aki and I also did things together in Vancouver too. 
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I like photography and Aki likes art. We are both artistic women who live 
unexciting lives. I have a boring life and so does Aki. We both want to 
travel to escape our boring lives. It is true I live in Paris, but I need to live 
somewhere else for a few years ... Paris et ces Parisiennes me rendre fou! 


They are driving me absolutely crazy. My parents don’t understand me. 


Because of the corona virus I cannot travel. If I could I would pack my bags 
and return to Vancouver and live there for a few years. I like the beauty of 
the city and the clean air and water, and the mountains. I might miss French 


cuisine and the culture of Paris and France, but perhaps I could make due. 


There is another reason I want to return. I met someone in Vancouver who 
is very nice and who I like very much. I want to see him again. I want to tell 
him how my heart flutters like a butterfly when he is near me and he talks to 


me in his soft spoken French. He is very cultured and likes art. . 


Aki likes him too, I know that for certain. French women easily fall in love. 
Perhaps Japanese women do too. The man we both love is a very shy and 
sensitive man. He was once married and has been divorced. He has told me 
that his heart cannot take much more sadness and hardship in life. Yet he 
has also told us both how he hopes to marry, ‘settle down’ and one day be a 


father and hold his own baby daughter or son in his arms. 
My grandfather once told me that life is like a field of sunflowers, and that 


we should be like van Gogh and make sure we admire the beauty of the 


world. He teased me about how the colour of my hair and my smile 
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reminded him of sun flowers. His nick name for me was ‘mon petit 


tournesol. 


I know our soft spoken friend is very lonely. Maybe this will cheer him up. 


.... avec un grand coeur , Rose 
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Pictorial: Your Soccer Team ... 


Py, Sa 
- < U 
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My Two Sisters ... by Aki Kurosawa 


[Tokyo] When my sister and I go out together, I being shorter than she is 
people think she is older than I am. But in fact I am five years older than she 
is. She is slim and full of energy, while I am petite and far less energetic 


than she is (I describe myself as ‘short’ but Rose tells me I am “petite’). 


My friend Rose from Paris has made a bet with me. I don’t think she will 
keep her side of the bet. I don’t know whether I can keep my side. But I 
will try and my younger sister has said she will help me to. It is almost as if 
I have two sisters, one I grew up with and the other I met a few years ago. 
They are both encouraging me to change and try new experiences. They 


both say I need to change! Perhaps they are right ... 


My younger sister and I are so different in personality. She is gregarious 
and can make friends easily, while I am far more reserved, what my 


maternal grandmother describes as ‘serious.’ 


I remember when my mother was pregnant with my sister. I was in pre- 
school the day she was born. I was hoping for a younger brother. When we 
left for pre-school that morning my mother walked slowly holding her belly. 
We had to stop several times while her contractions happened. I was 
worried for my mother but she said everything would be fine. When she left 
me at the pre-school she took a taxi to the hospital. The driver was very 


kind and helped my mother in his taxi and then she sped off. I waved at the 
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taxi and started to cry. For some reason I thought I would never see my 


mother ever again. I felt very alone that morning and worried. 


When I got home after school there was a note on our door saying I should 
knock on our neighbor’s door. That evening our neighbor looked after me 
because my mother had not yet returned home from the hospital. My father 
was away on a business trip, as he often was because he worked as a 
salesman for a large Japanese electrical equipment company and so there 
was no one to look after me at home. My mother’s parents live in Sapporo 
and my father’s parents somewhere else. For some reason my parents had 
not told my grandparents that my mother was having a second baby. They 


would find out after she was born. I don’t know why she was kept a secret. 


I remember that evening very well. Our neighbor was a musician in his 
thirties. I had heard him play Jazz on his piano many times. What my 
parents and I did not know was that he played piano in the evenings at night 
clubs. We thought he taught piano, for he did have some students who came 
to study with him. Most were young ladies. He was a handsome young man 


and loved flirting with girls. 


I could not stay at home all by myself so he took me with him to work that 
evening and I sat at the side of the stage as he played the piano and women 
danced under spot lights. I had never imagined that girls did this. The 
audience was all middle aged men. I even spotted some friends of my father 


sitting watching. 
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Nine o’clock was my usual bed time, but that evening I was not tired at all. I 
watched in amazement as they took off nearly all their clothes. We returned 
home by taxi at one in the morning and my mother had yet to come home 
and so it looked like I would have to stay with my neighbor. But one of the 
dancers from the night club had come home with us. She must not have 


been older than twenty. 


I knew they wanted to be by themselves. I was not supposed to be left 
alone. He was a kind soul and let me sleep in my own bed. She had come 
home to keep me company and look after me. While I slept in my bed she 
slept in our living room. He knew how worried I was about my mother and 
so he played for me on the piano until I fell asleep listening to the music 
through the wall. Instead of playing Jazz, he played classical music, and 


soon I was fast asleep dreaming about dancing on stage under the spot lights. 


When I woke up the following morning my mother was back home. She 
looked very tired. I was happy to see her. “Shush, she said “you will wake 
your little sister!” I pouted because I had hoped for a brother. She did not 


ask me about the strange woman she had found sleeping in our apartment. 


The Jazz musician and his friend joined us for breakfast and my mother 
thanked them for ‘taking such good care of me.’ To this day she does not 


know I spent the previous evening at a night club watching strip tease. 


My little sister started to cry and so my mother brought her into the kitchen 
to feed her. Our neighbor disappeared for a few minutes while she breast 


fed my sister. It was then and there that I learned what breasts were for. 
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It was only recently that I shared this story with someone. It was with Rose 
in Paris. She is someone I can talk with. Rose has become a sort of second 


sister to me, helping me to better understand both myself and my own sister. 


Rose challenged me to share the night club story with my sister. When I 
told my sister the story she said I should tell my mother the story! I said I 
couldn’t and so my sister said she would! I begged her not to and she said 
she would keep it a secret only if I ‘did something fun’ with her. My sister 


thinks I am too serious. 


She has pestered me to this so I decided to send it to be published in a 
magazine. This way I could tell her the story is no longer just our secret. 
Both my parents and grandparents can’t read English so I doubt they will 
ever know that the day my sister was born that I spend a night watching strip 
tease at a night club. My grandparents would be horrified. They are very 


traditional Japanese grandparents. 


But my sister is my sister. Her silence comes with a price. 


Now that I am past my thirtieth birthday I want to find a husband and settled 
down. I have not been all that successful with my boyfriends. I have had 
two or three since high school and they have all been long term 
relationships. But when I fall out of love I go years before I start dating 


again. 
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My sister, on the other hand has had dozens of boyfriends, so many that I 
have lost count and so has she. Her relationships are always short and 
intense. She says she will help me find a husband. Now we are closer than 


ever before. I have Rose and her advice to thank for this. 


It has only been recently that my sister told me why she has had so many 
boyfriends. She refuses to go to bed with them! I had thought she had 
bedded her boyfriends but it seems I have been a ‘bad’ girl while she has 
been a ‘good’ one. She wants to wait until she is married. And so she has 


been out enjoying her life, without ever sharing a bed with her boyfriends. 


When I asked her about this she told me a story about my parents that I did 


not know about. 


I knew my parents first met during the Sapporo Winter Olympics in 1972 
when she was sixteen and he was eighteen. My mother’s family is from 
Sapporo. My father was a high school volunteer from Tokyo and was 
staying with my mother and her parents for two weeks. He seduced my 
mother, first getting her to share a bath with him (supposedly she washed his 
back the same way she had washed her father’s back) and then shared his 
bed, not once, not twice but three times in the two weeks during the 1972 


Winter Games. He was cold, he told her, and she would keep him warm. 


My father was the first southerner that my mother had ever met and the first 
boy she had ever been intimate with. My father, on the other hand, had 
several girl friends and was a bon vivant (a term that Rose taught me 


recently — she says that French boys are very much like that too). 
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When the Olympics were over my father left my mother without even saying 


a good bye. 


All of this would have stayed a secret were it not for the fact that years later 
when my mother was going out with a Sapporo boy the two of them had a 
fight and she told him that ‘he was not her first? Northern boys are not like 
southern Japanese boys. He got angry at her and before long my mother’s 


reputation was in pieces. 


What could my mother do? My Sapporo grandparents sought out my Tokyo 
grandparents and they came to an understanding that my father, having slept 
with my mother three times, he would have to marry her. In traditional 
Japanese culture when a man and woman shared a bed three times they are 


married to each other. This practice still survives in rural parts of Japan. 


My mother and father were not too happy about this but it meant that my 
mother could now leave rural Sapporo and go live in Tokyo. My father did 
not want to end his playboy life, but they still got married. My grandparents 


forced them to. 


He was unfaithful to my mother many times in all the years of their marriage 
and she knew that. But my mother had no choice but to be patient and hope 


he would change. My mother tells me he never did. 


It was many years before my sister and I came along. I was my mother’s 


blessing and my father’s curse. My mother was happy to have a baby 
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daughter. My father less so! His mistresses started to tell him to grow up, 


go home and look after his family. He was cold to me when I was young. 


A few years later my sister came along. The one and only trip we took 
together as a family outside of Japan was to Vancouver, when my father 


came to be interviewed for a job he did not get. 


And then when I was in high school my parents separated, my sister going to 
live with my mother and me with my father. But that didn’t work out well 
and so one day I just packed my things and took the train to Sapporo and 
then stayed at my maternal grandparents for the summer. It had taken me 


months to save enough money for the train ticket from Tokyo to Sapporo. 


It wasn’t that my father was bad to me. It was just that he was always 
traveling on business and had many mistresses who were not much older 
than I was. They were usually secretaries and office workers he had met on 
his business trips that wanted to spend a few days in Tokyo. My father 


would let them stay with us. Oh, the stories I can tell of their visits! 


I was lonely for my sister and mother. For the first time in several years I 
spent a summer with my mother and sister. My sister was a tomboy. And 
the boys were taking an interest in me. My sister was better with the boys 


than I was and would hang out with boys my age. 


At the time I thought if my mother only knew what mischief she got into. 
My sister went on hikes with them, and when she was too hot she would 


take off her shirt. She went fishing and was very good at it. When they 
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went swimming, she would never bring her bathing suit. She even went into 
the onsen with them. By the time she was fifteen she knew more about boys 
than I did. I suspect that the boys only took an interest in me only because 


of my sister. But I never went swimming nor to the onsen with the boys! 


At the end of that summer it was decided that I should stay with my mother, 
so my sister changed places with me and went to Tokyo for three years with 
my father. While in Tokyo she was a bit wild. While I went to high school 
in Sapporo I had a boy friend. He was an Otaku, what you would call a nerd. 
I was a bookish girl. We went out on a few dates, but we were never 
intimate. We would talk about books and about modern art. We would go to 


the films together. His favorite film was Magic Serpent. I hate it! 


After graduating high school with honors we broke up and I went back to 
Tokyo and my sister went back to Sapporo for her high school. I was 
surprised because my father was happy to have me back. He told me that 


my sister gave him gray hair. But things had not changed much for him. 


I went to university for four years, and I had a boyfriend. But we did not 
stay together long. All he wanted to do was bed me but I did not like him 
that much. He told me that I was the most frustrating woman they had ever 
known. When I asked him how many ‘women he had known’ ... he told 
me, and I dumped him then and there. He started to follow after me and call 


me Fukansho. 


He would not take no for an answer and got very angry at me. With men I 


have not been lucky. First an otaku then a dinku! 
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It was after I graduated from university that I took my second trip 
Vancouver with some friends. I went to get away from him ... and to 
improve my English. That is when I met two very nice people, a man and 
Rose. The man was very kind and nice to me and my traveling companions. 
There were seven of us in our group. When I left Vancouver I was very sad. 
I only met the man a few days before it was time for me to return home. He 


does not know it but I miss him very much ... 


When I got back from Vancouver my sister was in Tokyo for her school 
holidays. She went out every night for two weeks. I told her the strip tease 
story. With some reluctance I joined her on a few of her evenings out. They 
turned out to be much more different than I imagined. She went to films 
with her friends, and some nice restaurants, but she never let a boy even put 
a hand on her. Every time a boy acted some way she didn’t like she dumped 
him on the spot. Then she would find a new boyfriend. I now understand 
her better than ever before. I was a fool to think that she was being 


promiscuous. In fact it was the complete opposite. 


Both my mother and father knew me to be responsible and so they did not 
worry much about me. On the other hand they worried about my sister. So 
they told my sister that if she bedded a boy she could not live under their 
roof. It was ironic they would be the ones to tell her that. It was my 
maternal grandmother who told her about what had happened to our parents. 


Then my sister told me too. I was surprised she knew before I did. 


299 


One night when we had both gone out and our dates had disappointed us 
both we sat at a coffee shop talking about our growing up. It was then that 
we both realized neither of us had bedded ...so we both made a pact. We 
would find ourselves husbands who were kind and nice and perhaps like us 
(have waited until they were married). But in the meantime we would have 


as much fun as we could. 


I told Rose about this and she did not believe me at first. She had bedded 
when she was in her teens and has had many lovers ... this is when she 
suggested her bet (Rose calls it an entendre). She bet me I could not do 


something to flirt or tease our mutual friend in Vancouver. 


I told my sister about Rose’s entendre and she came up with a funny way to 
win the bet. One of her ‘good boyfriends’ is an artist. My sister has been a 
model for him a few times. So she and I, and two of her friends, came to 


model for a drawing class in his studio. 
My sister is the one looking at the camera. My male friend knows which 
one of the other women I am ... No I am not standing next to my sister! 


Isn’t my sister beautiful? 


Top this ... Rose! 
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Confessions of a Eunuch: An Excerpt from Meet Tommy 


Quite frankly, it was very enjoyable watching myself be castrated. It was a 
major sexual experience. One unexpected side effect of watching, was that it 
allowed me to immediately accept several facts: that I really had been 
castrated, that both testicles were gone forever, and that I was no longer a 


male. 


A picture of me a few months after my cutting. 


I was now a eunuch and I would be a eunuch for the entire rest of my life. I 
consider being castrated to be the last sex act that I performed as a male and 


the first sex act that I performed as a eunuch. 
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Before ...[w]hen I wrote about my castration experience I had left one tidbit 
out of the story because I did not want to seem to be extremely weird. In 
addition to an overwhelming — although almost anti-climatic — feeling of 
emotional relief that finally I had been castrated, when my right, and last, 
testicle was severed, I had an orgasm. Since the lower half of my body was 
numb, I guess this was a purely mental orgasm. All of my life I had dreamed 
of this, but I really never thought it would ever occur. There was a fantastic 
sense of satisfaction as I watched the testicle being dropped into the stainless 


steel bowl. 


My castration, done at a major hospital by an urologist, was completely 
voluntary and both testicles and several inches of both cords were removed 
by going through the scrotum. This procedure is called a simple bilateral 
orchiectomy in medical jargon, and is usually performed because of 
testicular cancer, advanced prostate cancer, or physical injury. In my case, I 


simply wanted to be castrated. 


I was taken into surgery at 7:35 AM. I would have preferred a local for 
anesthesia, but my doctor firmly offered the choice of either a general or a 
spinal. I choose the later so that I could watch myself be castrated. The 
prospect of watching was very exciting and I really looked forward to the 
surgery. It only took a couple of minutes for the spinal to take effect. It was 


amazing to not be able to feel the lower half of my body. 


As long as I live, I will always remember the instant that each testicle was 
severed and taken from my body. The left testicle was amputated first. The 


doctor pulled the testicle out as far as he could. The cord was tied twice four 
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inches above the testicle. He then severed the cord, and a funny thing 
happened. The doctor was pulling so hard on the testicle that when the nurse 
released the clamp below the cut, the cut end snapped up to the testicle, just 
like a string held taunt snaps when cut. I almost laughed out loud, but I did 
not want everybody in the OR to think that I was laughing about being 


castrated. 


There were a lot of people in the OR, including several women. I cannot 
help but wonder if I was the main attraction of the day? About 15 minutes 
later, the right testicle was amputated along with four inches of the cord. 
With a great flourish, the doctor pulled the severed testicle away and placed 


it in a stainless steel bowl. 


Unfortunately, I did not get to examine my severed testicles in the OR. As 
soon as both were removed, a female tech from pathology took them away 
to be examined. She had sat on the sidelines and had intently watched my 


castration. 


I was wheeled out of surgery at 8:20 AM. It had taken only 45 minutes from 
start to finish to become castrated. In the recovery room, I finally felt my 
scrotum, which was wrapped in a bandage. It was a flat as a pancake! 
Fantastic! It was equally fantastic to play with my penis. Thanks to the 
spinal, my penis was completely numb and I could not feel a thing. Since the 


operation, I have completely stopped thinking of myself as a male. 


I only have two regrets. First, I wish I had been castrated years ago. Second, 


I should have had my scrotum cut off as part of the surgery. I have quickly 
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discovered that an empty scrotum is useless. If my scrotum does not shrink 
enough, I will seek to have it removed. The doctor has advised me that my 
scrotum will very slowly shrink down to a small knob over the course of 
several years. Most of the shrinkage (about 2/3rds) usually occurs in the first 


year. 


While I really enjoyed being a eunuch, but I just as quickly discovered that I 
did not enjoy having an empty scrotum. It would work its way back between 
my legs and rub, and rub bad, as I walked! After a couple of months had 
passed, I developed the firm opinion that there was nothing more useless 


than an empty scrotum. 


I now consider myself to be completely castrated. The incision has healed 
very well, both externally and internally. My crotch is smooth and empty, 
and I love how it looks and feels. It is amazing to have nothing dangling 
between my legs. I am also very proud of the fact that I am absolutely 
sterile. Most of all, I love the fact that as long as I live, I will never again 


have testicles or a scrotum. 


After my scrotum was removed, two female nurses watched me briefly, 
while the male nurse who had been watching me went to the bathroom. The 
blonde was amazed that I had had my empty scrotum removed. She never 
heard of such a thing. The dark haired nurse had just moved from New York 
where she had worked as a urology surgery nurse. She had helped in 
hundreds of castration and penectomies, and several scrotum removals. She 


obviously wanted to talk about it and the blonde was eager to hear. I would 
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have loved to talk with her about those surgeries too, but, alas, the male 


nurse came back too soon. 


I love being a eunuch. In fact, I am extremely proud of the fact that I have 
been completely castrated. I absolutely do not miss my scrotum or testicles 
at all. I like how it looks: It is amazing to only have a penis. I like how it 
feels: It is so much easier to sit and move with nothing between my legs. 
Being absolutely sterile is another major plus factor. Best of all, I will be a 


eunuch for the rest of my life. 


Some day I will be able to say that I have spent a fourth of my life as a 
eunuch, and, if I live long enough, some day I will celebrate spending a third 


of my life as a eunuch. 


With HRT [Hormone Replacement Therapy], I can still get erect. Therefore, 
I can still have intercourse. I can also still ejaculate, because the fluid for the 
ejaculate is created in the prostate. All the testicles do is to add sperm. Since 
I do not have testicles, there is no sperm and therefore I am absolutely 
sterile. One of the nurses who cared for me post-op had recently had a 
hysterectomy. Like me, she is married with grown children. She told me that 
being sterile and never having to worry again about getting pregnant had 
revolutionized having sex for her. She predicted that I would soon come to 
the same conclusion. She was right. Being totally and completely sterile is 


one of the best aspects of being a eunuch. 


Even without testosterone though my doctor says most are still able to get 


erect. After all, many of the famous castrati of opera fame in the 17th to 19th 
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centuries regularly had sexual intercourse with adoring male and female 
fans. And even after long periods without testosterone, one is will be able to 


resume the HRT at any time, even years in the future. 


My doctor told me a white lie. He argued that by taking HRT for six months, 
it would create a smooth transition from male to eunuch. Then I could go 
off. After six months, he came up with other reasons why I needed to stay on 
HRT and has steadfastly maintained that “party line”. By the way, I take 
Androgel, a gel you rub on your body. I have gone off the Androgel several 


times. The main problem is that I lose energy. 


However, Androgel does not precisely mimic real testosterone. I have had 


three major body changes as a result of being a eunuch. 


First, I have gained weight, about 25 pounds. Ugh! 


Second, I have developed breasts and my nipples can be very sensitive. I 


really like my breasts!!! 


Third, my penis has shrunk in size, both soft and hard. Before I became a 
eunuch, my erect penis was six inches long. Now it is only four and a half 
inches long. My penis is shrinking much faster than average for a eunuch, 


perhaps it will shrink down to a nub! Neat! 
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A picture of me a year after my castration 


Why did I want to become a eunuch? When I was 12 years old, a girl and I 
watched each other pee. I became fascinated with the fact that girls had no 


external sex organ, and that they had to sit to pee. 


I began to fantasize about have no sex organs and having to sit to pee. I was 


not interested in having female sex organ, I wanted no external sex organs. 
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What I want to look like — no external sex organs 


After you remove a penis, it is not like being a girl.” The tube from the 
bladder for a female is flat and squeezes the last few drops of urine out, so 


no dribble. For the male, the flattened tube is inside the penis. 


If you remove the penis, you are left with a round tube that usually does not 
squeeze out the last few drops, and so you can dribble (which becomes 
worse with age). This was a major problem for the Chinese court eunuchs, 


which is why they used plugs. 


When I was twelve this was back in the 1950s and I assure you that there 
was absolutely no way to get any information about eunuchs, castration, or 
removing a penis. Indeed, I had no idea that removing a penis was called a 


penectomy. This was not the sort of topic that I could talk about to anyone. It 
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was the Internet that allowed me to discover that there were others who had 


similar desires. 


Fortunately, I did understand that if I simply cut off my sex organs that I 
would bleed to death. Total emasculation has been the major theme of my 
masturbation since I was twelve. As the years passed by, I certainly had my 
fair share of sex with the opposite sex. In truth, I enjoyed each and every 
woman and, quite frankly, I was good in bed. However, not a day passed by 


that I did not think about being castrated or even completely emasculated. 


Being castrated is a very permanent change, so I am in this for life. Now if I 
could just get rid of my penis... Castration is not for the faint of heart. It 
represents a major, life-long change which you must be willing to accept on 


a daily basis. 


Most of my female friends are absolutely intrigued by the fact that I am a 
eunuch. They cannot ask enough questions ... such as, what does it feel like 
or how do I feel about it? Oddly, my few lesbian friends seem to have no 
interest, and one casually remarked, “You still have a penis. And a penis is 
still a penis.” It is just the opposite for males. Of course, I am completely 
sterile. The prospect of having sex with absolutely no possibility of a 


pregnancy seems to fascinate most females. 


With time my penis is shrinking away! 


310 


This is what I look like toda 


Soon it may be gone forever ... 
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